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Hemingway and His Critics 

AN INTERNATIONAL ANTHOLOGY 




INTRODUCTION 


Citizen of the World 


I 

For years before he won the Nobel Prize in literature at 
the age of fifty-five, Ernest Hemingway had been a citizen of the 
world. In every country of western and eastern Europe, the Mid- 
dle East, Asia, and Australia, and in the northern and southern 
parts of America and Africa, his books were known and read. As 
early as 1924 he was publishing poetry and prose in little maga- 
zines in Germany, France, and the United States. On October 1, 
1927, he wrote from Paris to his American editor, Maxwell Perkins, 
to say with a mixture of pride and astonishment that he then had 
“2 British, 1 Danish, 1 Swedish, 1 French, and 1 German pub- 
lisher.” Less than eighteen months after the first serious novel, his 
reputation was already international. 

During the next twenty-five years, the early stream of transla- 
tions swelled to a river. By 1930, Norwegians were reading Og 
Solen Gar Sin Gang and Farvel Til Vahnene, Germans that year 
could buy Fiesta — as The Sun Also Rises was called both there and 
in England — as well as In Einem Andern Land, which was the Ger- 
man title for A Farewell to Arms by ironic courtesy of Marlowe’s 
Jew of Malta. In the bookstalls along the Seine a year later 
Parisians discovered a fresh translation of U Adieu aux Armes. 
By the time another world war had come and gohe, the name and 
the works were nearly everywhere: In Unserer Zeit, Tambien el 
Sol se Levanta, Morte nel Pomeriggio, Les Vertes Collines 
d'Afrique, Der Schnee vom Kilimandscharo, Tener y No Tener, 
Per Chi Suona La Campana, Vber den Fluss und in die Wdlder, El 
Viejo y el Mar. ‘Tor we have been there in the books and out of 
the books,” wrote Hemingway at thirty-six, “and where we go, if 
we are any good, there you can go as we have been.” 
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He had started going young. “I can remember,” wrote the doc- 
tor’s son from Oak Park, Illinois, 

the first motor car in town and how our old pacer, Star Bright, would 
try (abetted by me) to not let the motor car pass him. My father, 
being a doctor, needed fast horses for emergencies and this pacer had 
been a hell of a good horse until my father bought him because he 
got the heaves and couldn’t race. 

The boy in the buggy had no such difficulty. At eighteen he was 
busily scribbling reporter’s notes in the police courts and hospital 
wards of Kansas City. At nineteen, with one leg nearly destroyed 
by Austrian shrapnel, he was carried from a blown-up dugout near 
Fossalta on the Italian front to spend a long summer and autumn 
recuperating in the American Hospital at Milan. When he was 
twenty and twenty-one, he turned back, more seriously this time, 
to the hard trade of writing in Petoskey, Chicago, and Toronto. At 
twenty-two he was watching tuna fishermen off Vigo, Spain, ex- 
ploring the tourist resorts of Switzerland, and discovering for the 
first time that colony of American expatriates which had already 
sprung up in the Montparnasse section of Paris. 

In Thrace and Anatolia during his twenty-third year he gazed 
curiously at the dead men ‘‘wearing white ballet skirts and upturned 
shoes with pompons on them” while the Turkish armies swept the 
ill-equipped Greek soldiery before their charge. In steady rain 
which had swollen the yeUow rivers to the brim, he watched the 
evacuation of Adrianople while steaming beasts of burden, in- 
cluding an occasional camel, hauled the carts of refugees through 
the mud of the Karagatch Road. By the age of twenty-four he had 
interviewed Clemenceau, Mussolini, and Lloyd George, discovered 
that Spanish bullfighting was more tragedy than sport, fished for 
trout in Swiss, French, and Italian rivers, and learned the joys of 
Alpine skiing. His prose and poetry had begun to appear in the 
avant-garde journals; he had assisted Ford Madox Ford in editing 
one of them; and “the lad with the supple look like a sleepy 
panther” was beginning to be heard of. His first book, Three 
Stories and Ten Poems, showed that he was already capable of 
making literature from subjects as diverse as steeplechasing in 
Auteuil, love-making on a dock in Northern Michigan, and trout- 
fishing out of season in Cortina d’Ampezzo. So at twenty-four he 
had launched a career in writing whose world-wide dimensions 
were stiU to be measured. 

“Where we go . . . there you can go.” With a boyish and 



introduction: citizen of the world 3 

romantic enthusiasm he covered the face of Europe. “You can 
imagine,” he later wrote, 

the fun it was to go to the Vorarlberg where there was not one single 
cafe character but only the villagers, and [to] have all those books — 
Stendhal, Flaubert, and de Maupassant — to read all winter. We would 
go to ski at Thanksgiving and not come back until Easter. I worked 
wonderfully there and it was a fine healthy life. 

A typical letter of that exuberant time is dated from the Hotel 
Taube at Schruns, February 2, 1925. 

Have had some swell skiing today [he wrote]. Feel tired. . . . Wish 
you were here and we could uncork a bottle. You’d have to bring it 
tho from Paris. No good hootch in Mittel Europa. But great beer — 
38 different kinds — swell beer from here to Budapest, then it gets 
bum again until you hit Constantinople. The Boche were there so 
long that they instituted real German suds factories — the real Ba- 
varian kind. From here we can ski into Bavaria and back without a 
visa. . . . 

Soon, he went on, he was planning to ski over into Italy, send- 
ing his baggage ahead by train and working his way down through 
the Dolomites. It was necessary for him “to see some guys in Milan 
and Rapallo,” although the rising tide of fascism was an unpleasant 
prospect. “By gad,” he wrote, “Mussolini is running a disgraceful 
business. Lead pipe government and everybody that squeals gets 
bumped off.” He knew Milan well from seven years before. Later 
he would recall the game dangling from hooks outside the Milanese 
butcher shops. “Snow powdered in the fur of the foxes and the 
wind blew their tails. The deer hung stiff and heavy and empty, and 
small birds blew in the wind and the wind turned their feathers.” 
He would remember Rapallo in the rains of the spring, with the 
dripping palm trees and the bright stucco walls of the seaside hotels 
darkening in the wet, and the cat that crouched to keep dry under 
one of the glistening green tables in the garden situated on the 
seaward side. 

“I had loved country all my life,” he would write ten years later, 
thinking back to a Christmas Day in his beloved Schruns, with 
the snow blinding in the winter sun, “smooth to see as cake frost- 
ing” as it stretched out on either side of the “sleigh-smoothed 
urine-yellowed road along the river.” Going to Bludenz to buy 
presents, he remembered taking the steep drop onto the icg^ road 
behind the iim, knocking the bindings loose, “kicking the skis free 
and leaning them up against the wooden wall of the inn, the lamp- 
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light coming from the window where, inside, in the smoky, new- 
wine smelling warmth, they were playing the accordion.” 

His long memories of France would include the Rhone Valley 
in spring, ‘‘with the moonlight on the fields of narcissus” and the 
chestnut trees in conical bloom “like waxen candelabras.” Another 
chestnut tree spread its branches over the roof of the upstairs pavil- 
ion at 113, rue de Notre Dame des Champs while the buzz saw 
whined in the mill nearby and the mad woman complained in the 
rooms downstairs. He would remember walks in that neighborhood 
between the bouts of writing: up the hill to Observatory Square 
where the fountain water rippled thinly down the green bronze of 
the sculptured horses, or taldng the pleasant stroU into the entrance 
to the Luxembourg Gardens where children frohcked with minia- 
ture sailboats in the pools. There the bust of Flaubert, “heavy now 
in stone as an idol should be,” gazed pensively from its pedestal 
among the embowering leaves or the bare branches, and the 
flower vendors outside the park gates spilled their purple dyes 
along the pavement. He would recall bicycling over the velvet-feel- 
ing asphalt of that “street that ran up toward the Pantheon . . . 
with the high narrow houses and the cheap tall hotel where Paul 
Verlaine had died.” Or sitting in the room on the top floor of an- 
other cheap tall hotel, rented for sixty francs a month as a writing 
studio, where by the window he could glance up from his battered 
and machine-gun-sounding Corona to “see the roofs and chimney 
pots and all the hills of Paris.” 

Although he protested to Maxwell Perkins in 1926 that “in 
several ways I have been long enough in Europe,” he continued to 
find it an excellent place to write, both in and about. Most of the 
miniatures in the Paris edition of in our time, like many of the short 
stories in the American edition of the following year, had been set 
down in various parts of Europe. In November of 1925 he turned 
out in a week’s time his satirical jeu d* esprit on Sherwood Ander- 
son, The Torrents of Spring, borrowing the title from Turgenev, 
one of the writers he had read in Sylvia Beach’s Shakespeare and 
Company bookshop in Paris. It was, he later said, “the place I 
loved the best. It was out of there I read Tolstoi and Turgenev 
and Gogol. Chekhov and Dostoevski.” 

The Sun Also Rises was done in no fewer than four countries. 
The preparation of the first draft took forty-eight days, begmning 
in Vdencia and ending in Paris; the revision, which was extensive, 
was accomplished in Austria and New York. He regularly found 
that he worked well in Spain. There was even a day in May, 1926, 



introduction: citizen of the world 


5 


when snow had compelled cancellation of the bullfights in Madrid, 
during which he managed to complete three short stories between 
morning and evening. When they appeared, along with eleven 
others, in the Men Without Women collection in the fail of 1927, 
Hemingway was still in Europe, once again hard at work on a 
new novel. 

The magnetic hold of the Continent was still apparent even 
after 1928, when Hemingway had established residence in Key 
West, Florida, and was beginning to frequent the happy hunting 
grounds of Wyoming. It was in Paris that March that he began to 
write A Farewell to Arms, and though much of the book was com- 
posed in Arkansas, Missouri, and Wyoming, it was back in Paris 
that he completed the final draft in the spring of 1929. That sum- 
mer and again in 1931 he spent much time and labor in Spain, 
gathering materials and pictures for Death in the Afternoon. 
Nearly half the stories in Winner Take Nothing, his next book, 
were European in origin and scene, and the book had been out in 
New York for less than three weeks when Hemingway was once 
more back in Paris, dining on pheasant and venison with James and 
Nora Joyce the night before he sailed from Marseilles on the way to 
fresh pastures farther south. 

A few months later he would be eating lunch beside the Sea of 
Galilee and watching the grebes swimming and diving offshore. 
But this was less important to him than the fact that in the mean- 
time he had added a new continent to his widening world — or at 
least as much of it as could be discovered at Mombasa and Nairobi 
in Kenya, and the plain and hill territory of Tanganyika. From the 
mountains of Wyoming in 1930 he had written Maxwell Perkins 
that he was dreaming of a trip to Africa. Now he actualized the 
long dream on safari across the Serengetti Plain and into the high- 
lands south of Ngorongoro Crater and the Rift Escarpment. He 
found that he loved the country and felt at home in it. Some of the 
prospects from the high places reminded him of the American 
West, others suggested New England, and still others looked oddly 
like parts of Galicia and Aragon. Nothing he had previously read 
in the travel literature gave any idea, he said, of what Africa was 
really like or of how much game could stiU be found there. Al- 
though the book he wrote about the safari is scarcely comparable 
as a work of art with such novels as A Farewell to Arms and For 
Whom the Bell Tolls, nevertheless it is a superb piece of construc- 
tion and observation which wonderfully communicates the sense 
of how it was to hunt big game in Africa in the winter of 1933- 
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1934, and for a number of years after that. As he had done with 
The Sun Also Rises, and as he would do with The Bell, Hemingway 
deliberately set about composing Green Hills of Africa while his 
memory of those hills was still green. 

In Africa he had dreamed of Aragon and Navarre, The Civil 
War which began in 1936 drew him back once more to Spain, the 
country he had called in 1926 “much the best . . . left in Europe.” 
Between the two Februaries of 1937 and 1939 he made four ex- 
tended journeys into the brave but hapless nation which had begun 
to serve the foreign dictators as a proving ground for untried war- 
planes and weapons in preparation for their forthcoming effort in 
the Second World War. Chiefly in his ancient haunts around Madrid 
but also often in the field, Hemingway lived and wrote during the 
greater part of the struggle. Out of these experiences came a play 
and a novel of which he has said, “I think The Fifth Column is 
probably the most unsatisfactory thing I ever wrote. ... It was 
an attempt to write under what you could honestly call impossible 
writing conditions. After it, and after we were beaten in Spain, I 
came home and cooled out and disciplined myself and wrote For 
Whom the Bell Tolls."" This last, which in the long run is likely to 
seem his fictional masterpiece of the middle years, was completed 
in eighteen months after his return to Cuba. 

Although his trip to Hong Kong in the spring of 1941 was 
neither lengthy nor productive of any piece of genuine literature, it 
added the Far East to his tally of regions and gave him an op- 
portunity to observe yet another war at first hand. Before the year 
was out, the Japanese attack on Pearl Harbor would bring him one 
further chance to be an eyewitness of los desastres de la guerra. 
His thick volume of 1942, Men at War, was an editorial inter- 
lude. He was barely established in his new home at Finca Vigia, 
San Francisco de Paula, outside Havana, Cuba, when he entered 
on thirty-six months of wartime activity, first in the Caribbean 
aboard an armed, submarine-hunting launch, then as air observer 
over his erstwhile European stamping grounds, and in the final 
year of the war as correspondent with the invading Allied armies 
in France and Germany. Although he was ostensibly a noncom- 
batant, he could not escape involvement of a kind in the small 
fights which took place between Rambouillet and Paris. He 
taught his friends among the maquis a fighting song which derived 
from his own life in Paris twenty-odd years earlier. It was one he 
had made his son John commit to memory as a child so that he 
could find his way home again: 
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Dix bis Avenue des Gobelins, 

Dix BIS Avenue des GOBELINS, 

DDC BIS AVENUE DES GOBELINS, 

THAT’S WHERE MY BUMBY LIVES. 

Although the maquis did not know its source, they accepted it 
happily as they moved in on occupied Paris. There, fittingly enough, 
Hemingway assisted in the liberation of the Travellers’ Club, con- 
sidered doing the same for the Guaranty Trust Company of New 
York at 4, place de la Concorde, from which they were deterred 
both by its sturdy doors and by the concentration of German fire 
from the Ministry of Marine just across the rue Royale, and then 
went by way of the place de la Concorde through the Tuiieries to 
the place Vendome where, as Hemingway jocularly said, they 
“liberated” the Ritz Hotel. Before the German snipers had been 
silenced he crossed the river to see his old friend Sylvia Beach at 
her Shakespeare and Company bookshop. But the war was not 
over for him. In the months that followed he accompanied the 
American forces as far eastward as Hiirtgenwald and the Rhine. 


n 

“Some men,” wrote an old friend of Hemingway’s, “are just 
natural expatriates, belonging everywhere or nowhere; the citi 2 :ens 
of that other Tir na n'Og, the Land of ‘God Knows Where’. That 
may be the reason for the quality of youth” in him. When Heming- 
way returned to Paris in 1944, he bore very little resemblance 
physically to the lithe and pantherlike young man who had for- 
merly inhabited the pavilion in the rue de Notre Dame des Champs 
or the apartment at 10 bis avenue des Gobelins. With the bush- 
bearded and well-grizzled countenance, and the heft of an aging 
athlete, he seemed outwardly more like a bear than a panther. At 
forty-five the wheel of time was coming full circle on one phase 
of his expatriate life, as it would do again in Venice when he was 
fifty, and yet again in Stockholm (though he was not personally 
present) in his fifty-fifth year. The man who had served as the 
young ambulance driver on the Piave, the young war casualty in 
Milan, the young journalist in Thrace and Anatolia, the young 
aficionado in Pamplona and Madrid, the young winter-sportsman 
in the Austrian Vorarlberg, and the young expatriate writer in 
Paris, was now beginning to double back upon his earlier life, for 
all the world as if he were writing a personal sequel to Dumas’s 
story of d’Artagnan twenty years after. 
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If he was indeed a citizen of Tir na n'Og, it was becoming clear 
that he did not propose to renounce the fixed habits and the unfixed 
residences of the 1920s and the 1930s. Of course it was true that 
much of what he had earlier known and loved was changed and 
gone. Although he had had too much experience to expect it to be 
otherwise, he was often rueful over places he had liked and lost — 
or seen wrested from him by what we sometimes refer to as prog- 
ress. “When my father built his house in Oak Park,” he once 
wrote, 

there was nothing but the North Prairie that ran all the way to the 
Des Plaines River. Now it is residential developments, cheap subdi- 
visions, filling stations. So when Ford Madox Ford went to visit the 
scene of the crime he formed the impression that I was brought up 
in cheap subdivisions and weaned in a filling station. 

Even the farm “where we could go out any afternoon with a shot- 
gun for wild guineas, lots of quail, and snipe in the bogs along the 
creek” had long ago succumbed to the rapacity of the real-estaters. 
“The first year we went back to Italy,” he said, 

I wouldn’t go to Milano because I wanted to remember how it was. 
Finally I had to go through it and it was really ruined. Not from 
bombing: from cupidity. In Valencia they built big apartment build- 
ings in the park that was the heart and breathing space of the city. . . . 
This isn’t complaint. It is just comment. But where the hell does a 
man go now? I guess it is best to just take it a day at a time. The 
sea is still O.K. And the unpopular mountains. The name-mountains 
are overrun. 

Perhaps, indeed, he was taking it a day at a time as he began 
once more to move through a temporarily warless Europe in the 
period after 1945. Because of his alliance with the Popular Front 
in Spain in the late 1930s, he did not return for some years to the 
country where Franco ruled. But natives of other European coun- 
tries now began to see again the familiar face with the brown eyes, 
the bump on the left side of the forehead, the short, wide-flanged, 
pugnacious nose, and the gradually whitening hair. Sometimes the 
bearded mouth would be Ut by a wide smile reminiscent of Teddy 
Roosevelt in the Bull Moose campaign; sometimes the eyes peered 
gravely through steel-rimmed glasses at what their owner might 
well have called Tir na n'Og, He reappeared in Cortina d’Ampezzo, 
blinking at noon in the glare of snow; or stood erect and burly in 
^ Venetian gondola in one of the reaches of the Grand Canal; or 
dined, chewing slowly, at a comer table in one-^f the Right Bank 
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hotels: the citizen of the world enjoying himself between the bouts 
of writing, spending the foreign royities on Las Verdes Colinas de 
Africa, Addio alle Armi, or En Avoir ou Pas. 

“I used to wish,” he wrote about this time, that “I lived in the 
old days before all the books had been written and ail the stories 
told for the first time. In those days it was no disgrace to drink and 
fight and be a writer, too.” If he had long since abandoned this 
nostalgic dream, he did not choose to leave the old days wholly 
behind him. “Because of his absolute youthfuiness,” said one of 
his oldest and most admiring friends, 

he regards old-growing as an utter and complete tragedy, as it is of 
course, the only true tragedy, [and] he is not going to degrade him- 
self by maturing or anything absurd of that sort. All the same, since 
he has a sense of costume, he will emphasize his decline in all its 
hopelessness by sprouting a white beard and generally acting the part 
of senex. We are going to get a lot of this inverted youth from [him] 
henceforth. 

Hemingway’s own explanation of the beard was much less ro- 
mantic. “When you have a sUght case of skin cancer from the rays 
of the sun off the sea,” he said, “you grow a beard and quit shav- 
ing.” But whatever the degree of truth in his friend’s jocose analy- 
sis, the process of the backward look had begun some time before 
the adoption of the white beard and the role of fatherly counselor. 
For years he had enjoyed the odd overlay of the past upon the 
present, as the flashbacks in Green Hills of Africa amply prove. 
Personal reminiscences somewhat fictionized had appeared also 
in a few of the italicized portions of “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” 
and in several stories in the Winner Take Nothing volume of 1937, 
Already, in short, before he was forty, he was beginning to em- 
phasize the changes time inevitably brings and to make fictional 
capital from the remembrance of things past. 

As he approached his fiftieth year he began, like Conrad before 
him, to employ a fictional method by which the turning wheel of 
time could not only be harnessed but also made to produce light 
and power. Postwar revisitations to the scenes of his youth were at 
least partly responsible for setting the machinery in motion, arid 
among these was the city of Venice, which had long been one of 
his favorite wheel hubs — a place, as he said, which “I always feel 
that I have been in all my life and that maybe I came from,” To a 
noninitiate such an idea might well seem silly. For the veteran 
Hemingway it was '‘a very strong feeling” — strong enough to en- 
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able him to “go out to Torcello in a fog” even when the Venetian 
boatman wished to turn back, strong enough so that Torcello 
seemed as familiar as his “own house, barefooted at night in the 
dark.” 

Inverted youth? Perhaps, but the term was slightly ofl-center. 
What underlay his writing of Across the River and into the Trees 
in Cortina, Cuba, Paris, and Venice in 1949-1950 could better be 
described as youth recollected and then placed into dramatic con- 
tiguity, almost as in a palimpsest, with advancing age. For when 
the dying professional soldier Cantwell returns to the scenes of his 
youth for a few last hours before his personal time-wheel stops 
turning for good, it soon becomes evident that the confrontation 
between youth and age is one of the major thematic devices of the 
novel. 

The device reappeared m The Old Man and the Sea. Again the 
superannuated man derived courage and strength from the con- 
templation of the man he had once been, achieving thereby such a 
degree of reinvigoration that he was able at least to equal, and 
probably to surpass, the levels of previous attainments. For years 
Hemingway had known the story of the heroic old fisherman who 
conquered a huge marlin only to see it destroyed by sharks. In 
1936 he wrote a 200-word summary; in 1939 he mentioned it to 
his editor as a future writing project. As the story matured in his 
mind it began to take on the dimensions of a parable: the stoic in- 
dividual who knowingly pits his powers against overwhelming odds 
in the attempt to win once more something of what he has won — 
and lost — so many times before. When he felt at last prepared to 
undertake the task of narration, the story of Santiago had gone far 
beyond the fishing anecdote of 1936. “In the period between Jan. 
12 and yesterday,” he wrote from Cuba on February 17, 1951, “I 
worked every day but two and completed 25,000 and up words of 
as good prose as I can write.” In the process he made use of some- 
thing more than twenty years’ experience on the sea. “I knew,” he 
, said, “about a man in that situation with a fish. I knew what hap- 
pened in a boat, in a sea, fighting a fish. So I took a man I knew 
for twenty years and imagined him under those circumstances.” 
What Hemingway’s imagination led him to was a fable of struggle, 
victory, and loss in which the empowering effects of memory were 
an essential — ^in many ways t/ze essential — element. 

Despite his temerity in going “too far out” in pursuit of his 
enormous quarry, Santiago staves off defeat through his recurrent 
memory of the boy Manolo, who comes to stand in his mind, by a 
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not impenetrable mystique, zs a living image of his own former 
youth and strength. Through the course of his agony the image 
sustains him, setting a moral standard of power and endurance 
which he strives to reach and in striving attains. It is one of the 
uses of the past that the memory of our own previous perform- 
ances, as well as those of others, may help us to emulate or even 
to surpass them in the continuing tests which the present thrusts 
upon us. 

As if Hemingway were subconsciously setting out in pursuit of 
pastness to see what light it could be made to throw upon the 
present, other revisitations ensued in the period after the comple- 
tion of The Old Man and the Sea, Nearly thirty years after the 
events recorded in The Sun Also Rises he returned to Spain in the 
summer of 1953 and “put in the usual rough seven days” at the 
Pamplona fiesta. The homecoming contained certain elements of 
anticlimax, the weather being bad, the performances poor, and the 
former air of romance at least somewhat dissipated. The trip to 
Africa that winter followed by exactly twenty years the experiences 
recorded in the Green Hills, Once more he sought the delights 
which had so much moved him at an earlier epoch, landing at 
Mombasa and going inland to the region around Kilimanjaro and 
the Rift Escarpment. Once more the homecoming was marred. Two 
airplane accidents late in January hurt him severely and spoiled the 
fun before it was properly over. Newspapers throughout the world 
carried premature stories of his decease, but he shortly emerged 
from the bush to set down a record of the journey and its nearly 
fatal climax in three articles for Look magazine. “Where the hell 
does a man go now?” he had ruefully asked in 1951, recalling the 
incursions of cupidity in such places as Milan and Valencia where 
he had once felt at home. By 1953 he had accumulated further 
evidence that one couldn’t go home again. Yet he remained sin- 
gularly undaunted. In the return to Africa, as in the previous re- 
turns to Venice and Pamplona, he might well have been echoing 
the view of Thomas Mann, that “to be poised against fatality, to 
meet adverse conditions gracefully, is more than simple endurance; 
it is an act of aggression, a positive triumph.” 

Yet another confrontation of youth and age still lay ahead. The 
brightest event of the otherwise disappointing summer of 1953 was 
Hemingway’s first meeting with a young matador named Antonio 
Ordonez, a son of Nino de la Palma, called Cayetano, of whom he 
had painted a memorable portrait as the young bullfighter hero, 
Pedro Romero, in The Sun Also Rises, Successive visits to Spain 
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in 1954, 1956, 1959, and 1960 deepened Hemingway’s paternal 
friendship with the young Ordonez, and led to his writing of “The 
Dangerous Summer” (excerpted in Life magazine in the fall of 
1960). It was partly a second-generation sequel to Death in the 
Afternoon, and mainly an account of the intense rivalry between 
Ordonez and Luis Miguel Dominguin, another matador of great 
prowess, during the summer of 1959. It is at least a possible 
surmise that Ordonez — this dark young Spanish athlete, lithe as a 
panther, brave as a lion, a genuine champion in his profession — 
had come to stand in Hemingway’s mind in loco filii, assuming a 
functional role in the imaginative search for things past which had 
been for years one of the demonstrable preoccupations of the old- 
growing citizen of Tir na n’Og. 


m 

Although no year has passed without praise of his work from one 
quarter or another, the critical disparagement of Hemingway began 
while he was still in his twenties and has continued sporadically 
ever since. A typical early objection centered on the short stories 
which made up Men Without Women (1927). It held that the 
young writer’s interests were low in level and narrow in scope. One 
reviewer spoke of his “fascinated fixation” with such social dregs 
as “buUfighters, bruisers, touts, gunmen, professional soldiers, 
prostitutes, hard drinkers, [and] dope fiends.” Another deplored 
his continuing preoccupation with “sordid little catastrophes in the 
lives of very vxilgar people.” 

This accusation of parochialism, if not in geographical setting 
then in choice of subject, is itself a parochial view of Hemingway’s 
work, even that much of it which had appeared by 1927. Yet it is 
common enough to merit some examination. The record shows that, 
after “Fifty Grand,” he wrote no formal fiction about prize fighters, 
and after “My Old Man” nothing of any significance about horse 
racing. Skiing is incidental in two or three stories, dope-taking ap- 
pears in one, and prostitutes, though they come in occasionally 
elsewhere, are central characters only in that comic tour de force, 
“The Light of the World.” Murder by hoodlums is the subject of 
“The Killers” and provides a prominent motif in To Have and 
Have Not, In short, despite the continuing bibulousness of some 
of his people, it is fair to say that Hemingway’s “fascinated fixation” 
on “very vulgar people” has not continued, however important it 
may once have seemed to the reviewers. 
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Four subjects which have always fascinated Hemingway are 
fishing, hunting, bullfighting, and war, all of which show certain 
international aspects, and in all of which the qualities of courage 
and perseverance, grace under pressure and respect for moral 
codes of behavior, physical athleticism and mental control are 
naturally of great importance. War puts in an early appearance 
among the miniatures and short stories of both the Paris and the 
New York editions of in our time. It is at once a horror and a 
perennial challenge to the characters of A Farewell to Arms, The 
Fifth Column, For Whom the Bell Tolls, and Across the River, to 
say nothing of some dozen later short stories and the observations 
on the natural history of the dead in Death in the Afternoon. Since 
Hemingway was concerned as observer or participant in five 
separate wars between 1917 and 1945, the “feation” is scarcely 
surprising. Nor has he surrendered, despite a twenty-year hiatus, 
his interest in the bullfight. Beginning with some early miniatures 
on such matadors as Maera and Villalta, and the memorable ac- 
count of Garcia in “The Undefeated,” he used the subject in three 
further short stories. It likewise elicited the climactic passages of 
The Sun Also Rises; occasioned the weighty handbook, Death in 
the Afternoon; infiltrated some parts of For Whom the Bell Tolls; 
and reappeared, after a long lapse of time, in “The Dangerous 
Summer.” The lapse was partly necessitated by his leftist political 
sympathies during the Spanish Civil War, which led to a long ab- 
sence from Spain. During the interregnum, Hemingway has ex- 
plained, he grew away from “spectator sports,” lost much of his 
“old feeling for the buMght,” and even “resolved never to have a 
bullfighter for a friend again” because he suffered too much vicari- 
ously when they succumbed to fear, to gorings, or to death. At 
least some of the old feeling clearly returned, for reasons already 
outlined, during the summer of 1959. 

His lifelong avocation of fishing has resulted in such triumphant 
stories as “Big Two-Hearted River,” the Burguete episode of The 
Sun Also Rises, and The Old Man and the Sea, to name only the 
best. The love of hunting is reflected in several early short stories, 
reaches a crescendo in the kudu chase of the Green Hills of Africa 
and “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber,” and fades to 
a diminuendo in the duck-shooting passages of Across the River. 
As Edmund Wilson long ago suggested, it is still true that ‘Trorn 
‘ the point of view of life as a sport, all that seems most painful in it 
is somehow very closely bound up with what [Hemingway] finds to 
be most enjoyable.” Yet it ought to be added that “Me as a sport” 
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is neither HemingM^^ay’s only point of view nor even, all writings 
considered, his central one. 

Another persistent accusation in Hemingway criticism is that of 
anti-intellectualism. Fostered by Wyndham Lewis and Aldous 
Huxley in England, and echoed by Max Eastman and others in 
America, this opinion appeared early and is still audible. It is partly 
the result of Hemingway’s persistent refusal to employ literary or 
historical allusions as a modus operandi in getting his stories told. 
One fmds, of course, a few exceptions, like the reference to Circe 
in The Sun; the mention of Mantegna in A Farewell; the discus- 
sions of writers and artists in Death in the Afternoon and the 
Green Hills; or Cantwell’s discourses on Venetian history and 
Italian painting in Across the River. In general, however, the 
learned- reference is exceptional. To the extent that its absence be- 
tokens anti-intellectuality, adverse critics can continue to make a 
case. 

Yet the case must always consider certain elements of Heming- 
way’s esthetic position. One of these, formulated specifically as a 
reply to the animadversions of Huxley, says that 

If the people the writer is making talk of old masters; of music; of 
modem painting; of letters; or of science then they should talk of 
those subjects in the novel. If they do not talk of those subjects and 
the writer makes them talk of them he is a faker. ... A writer who 
appreciates the seriousness of writing so little that he is anxious to 
make people see he is formally educated, cultured, or well-bred, is 
merely a popinjay. 

Another point is Hemingway’s assertion that “every so many years 
the intellectuals lose contact with both the world and the language.” 
To one who insists upon keeping in constant touch with both the 
world as it is and the language as it is spoken, any abstractionist 
tendency among the “intellectuals” is obviously something to resist. 
His resistance to it enabled the Italian critic Emilio Cecchi to ob- 
serve of his writing that it gives us “the illusion of his having hit 
upon a literature which has nothing to do with literature, which is 
not spoiled and weakened by literature.” It is precisely this il- 
lusion that Hemingway’s esthetic is designed to promote. 

Associated with the opinion that he is anti-intellectual is the 
persistent view that Hemingway’s primary allegiance, both as 
writer and thinker, is to the naturalistic mode of expression and 
belief. Once again the idea originated early and for years gained 
acceptance as the central fact about his place in modem literature. 
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His obvious interest in seeing objects as they are in themselves, 
together with his often-reiterated assertion that a writer’s job is 
to tell the truth, helped to perpetuate the view and led critics to 
the observation that his was an art of “surfaces and anecdotes.” 
Those who had found that his work lacked breadth could now 
add that it was also deficient in depth, leaving it, dimensionally 
speaking, with nothing but its growing length to recommend it. 

Two pioneers in the critical art of depth perception in the work 
of Hemingway were Malcolm Cowley and Edmund Wilson. By 
examining such stories as “Big Two-Hearted River” and “Alpine 
Idyll” these critics were able to discern the operation of an emo- 
tional-moral dimension whose existence had not hitherto been 
seriously suspected. At any prior time, of course, the author could 
have conducted what he humorously spoke of to George Plimpton 
as “guided tours through the more difficult country of his work ” 
But he had consistently held that it was “not the writer’s province 
to explain” the effects he had achieved or attempted. Once when 
the present editor asked him to comment on the synoptic use of 
a buUfight metaphor in the massacre-sequence of For Whom the 
Bell Tolls, Hemingway replied: “I try to do these things. But it 
is not for me to point them out.” 

To borrow a phrase from Keats, the symbolic in Hemingway’s 
writings must come as naturally as the leaves to a tree or it had 
better not come at all. He seems early to have rejected the arbi- 
trary importation of symbols which are not strictly germane to the 
action in hand, thus agreeing with Coleridge’s assertion — ^though 
in a way different from what Coleridge meant — that the symbol 
“always partakes of the reality which it renders intelligible.” For 
this reason he has scornfully denied the allegation by one critic 
that “the leopard in ‘The Snows of Kilimanjaro’ is from Dante and 
the mountain from a letter by Flaubert.” Instead of ransacking 
other arts and literatures for viable symbols, he chose rather to 
allow the object or scene or person whose function was to be 
symbolic to gather its meanings through a process of association 
strictly within the terms of the ongoing narrative. 

When asked his views on symbolism in The Old Man and the 
Sea, he replied that “no good book has ever been written that had 
in it symbols arrived at beforehand and stuck in.’" What he did 
not deny was that natural objects or scenes may be made to ac- 
quire the unifying power of symbols in the actual process of 
writing. To make such an achievement even more difficult, this 
“endowment” must occur in such a way that the artist does not 
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violate the integrity of the symbol in its “actual” or nonsymbolic 
aspect* This is part of what he had in mind when he said of the 
story of Santiago: “I tried to make a real old man, a real boy, a 
real sea and a real fish and real sharks. But if I made them good 
and true enough they would mean many things.” 

Having penetrated to this “more difficult country of his work,” 
we are so to speak in einem andern Land than that which the 
naturalistic critics have found in Hemingway. Ethically speaking, 
it is very far from being that Tir na n’Og to which we are led by 
the naturalistic morality as evidenced, for example, in the work 
of Theodore Dreiser. What we are likely to find in Hemingway is 
a complex associational process in which the artist is playing on 
our psychological responses for a moral end. If he uses his sym- 
bolic landscape, as Hemingway does, to convey emotions of repul- 
sion, setting up an atmosphere like the retreat scenes in A Fare- 
well to Arms from which we instinctively recoil — an atmosphere 
colored by loneliness, fear, disgust, frustration, guilt, or pain — ^it 
immediately affects the reader with a reaction of rejection which 
is essentially moral in nature. If, on the other hand, he uses the 
symbolic landscape to convey emotions of pleasure, or freedom, 
or the right love of woman — and in the absence or virtual absence 
of the various modes of disquiet — he can evoke from us not only 
a pleasurable response but ffiso a vicarious embracement of those 
values which he has introduced into our imaginations. Once again, 
this response is in its essence a moral one. 

Turning now to the question of Hemingway’s religious belief, 
we may be reminded of the late Professor Moloney’s argument 
that he does not in fact ever achieve “the third dimension” — if 
by the term one would signify the break-through, however mo- 
mentary, into the realm of spirit. A subliminal or conscious skep- 
ticism, it is suggested, has persuaded him not to make, even fic- 
tionally, a truly religious afl&rmation. The most that can be main- 
tained in the face of this view is that Hemingway’s people — 
Barnes, Henry, Jordan, Anselmo, Santiago, and even Cantwell — 
speculate with some frequency on supernal matters. They often 
act, too, as if they believed that some higher power — ^whether it 
is the malignantly pluralistic They of A Farewell or the benefi- 
cently monistic It which sustains from within the sea-universe of 
Santiago — does indeed actually concern itself, however enigmati- 
cally, with human experience. 

One cannot predict how, on balance, this question will be re- 
solved once Hemingway’s total work is before us. A good interim 
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summation, written by an Italian Catholic, is that of Marcello 
Camilucci, contributed to L’Osservatore Romano in January, 1953. 
Santiago and the sea on which he works are, says Camilucci, “two 
terms emblematic of the history of the world.” First there is Man, 
“who has lived long, learned much, but is substantially disarmed 
before the mystery if he attempts to dominate instead of worship- 
ing it, asking to be received by it.” Second, there is Nature, 
“which, though ransacked through all its laws and forms, delivers 
itself only to those who make of it a path to that love from which 
springs everything which makes the life of creatures beautiful and 
precious.” Hemingway’s engagement of these two emblematic 
terms gives his novel the quality of a fable. It carries “the pro- 
found weight of wisdom, a little secret and hard to grasp, exactly 
as in the fables which come to us down the broad river of time, 
like stones worn smooth by the flow of centuries, yet in whose 
veins fire exists and which gleam at night, like stars, along the 
banks of streams.” 

A survey of the now voluminous criticism shows what might 
have been expected: that Hemingway has had, and still has, ad- 
mirers and detractors in every country where his works are read, 
not excluding the Italy of Signor Camilucci where he had, in his 
nineteenth year, a first experience of European civilization. If by 
nothing else, his world citizenship would be proved by the very 
intensity with which his faults and virtues have been critically 
debated in scores of different languages. More than most Ameri- 
can writers of his approximate stature, he has managed to write 
in such a way that the impact of his work carries easily across 
national boundaries, irrespective of the idiosyncratic “genius” of 
the country it enters. The young Berliner who opens In Einem 
Andern Land and reads, “Im Spatsommer jenes JaJues lebten wir 
in einem Hause in einem Dorfe, das fiber den Fluss und die Ebene 
bis zu den Bergen hinfibersah,” is having almost precisely the same 
imaginative experience as the old Roman who opens Addio alle 
Armi and reads, “Sul finite dell’estate di quell’anno eravamo in 
una casa in un villaggio che di la del fiume e della pianura guardava 
le montagne.” And at the end, taking leave of the dead Catherine, 
the young Neapolitan who reads “Fu come salutare una statua” 
knows exactly the same response as the aged Hannoverian who 
reads “Es war, als ob man einer Statue Lebewohl sagt.” Some 
such notion was perhaps in the mind of Signor Camilucci when 
he remarked, apropos of The Old Man and the Sea, that the peo- 
ple and events in Hemingway, “while remaioing in their time and 
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their space, become universal emblems of the story of man,” ris- 
ing as it were “spontaneously up to the level of symbolism which 
is all the more suggestive for its not being transformed into an 
allusive heraldry, but is poured completely into whatever it im- 
pregnates as the sea does with a sponge.” At his best, this is the 
nature of Hemingway’s achievement, as it is the best of reasons 
for calling him a citizen of the world. 

Carlos Baker 

Princeton, New Jersey 
October, 1960 



GEORGE PLIMPTON 


An Interview with Ernest Hemingway 


HEMINGWAY: You go to the races? 

interviewer: Yes, occasionally. 

HEMINGWAY: Then you read the Racing Form . , . there you 
have the true Art of Fiction. 

— Conversation in a Madrid cafe, May, 1954 

Ernest Hemingway writes in the bedroom of his home in the 
Havana suburb of San Francisco de Paula. He has a special work- 
room prepared for him in a square tower at the southwest corner 
of the house, but prefers to work in his bedroom, climbing to the 
tower room only when “characters” drive him up there. 

The bedroom is on the ground floor and connects with the main 
room of the house. The door between the two is kept ajar by a 
heavy volume listing and describing “The World’s Aircraft En- 
gines.” The bedroom is large, sunny, the windows facing east and 
south letting in the day’s light on white walls and a yellow-tinged 
tile floor. 

The room is divided into two alcoves by a pair of chest-high 
bookcases that stand out into the room at right angles from op- 
posite walls. A large and low double bed dominates one section, 
oversized slippers and loafers neatly arranged at the foot, the two 
bedside tables at the head piled seven high with books. In the 
other alcove stands a massive flattop desk with two chairs at either 
side, its surface an ordered clutter of papers and mementos. Be- 
yond it, at the far end of the room, is an armoire with a leopard 
skin draped across the top. The other walls are lined with white- 
painted bookcases from which books overflow to the floor, and 
are piled on top amongst old newspapers, bullfight journals, and 
stacks of letters bound together by rubber bands. 

It is on the top of one of these cluttered bookcases — ^the one 
against the wall by the east window and three feet or so from his 
bed — ^that Hemingway has his “work desk” — a square foot of 
cramped area hemmed in by books on one side and on the other 
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by a newspaper-covered heap of papers, manuscripts, and pam- 
phlets. There is just enough space left on top of the bookcase for 
a typewriter, surmounted by a wooden reading board, five or six 
pencils, and a chunk of copper ore to weight down papers when 
the wind blows in from the east window. 

A working habit he has had from the beginning, Hemingway 
stands when he writes. He stands in a pair of his oversized loafers 
on the worn skin of a lesser kudu — the typewriter and the reading 
board chest-high opposite him. 

When Hemingway starts on a project he always begins with a 
pencil, using the reading board to write on onionskin typewriter 
paper. He keeps a sheaf of the blank paper on a clipboard to the 
left of the typewriter, extracting the paper a sheet at a time from 
under a met^ clip which reads ‘These Must Be Paid.” He places 
the paper slantwise on the reading board, leans against the board 
with his left arm, steadying the paper with his hand, and fills the 
paper with handwriting which in the years has become larger, more 
boyish, with a paucity of punctuation, very few capitals, and often 
the period marked with an x. The page completed, he clips it face 
down on another clipboard which he places off to the right of the 
typewriter. 

Hemingway shifts to the typewriter, lifting off the reading board, 
only when the writing is going fast and well, or when the writing 
is, for him at least, simple: dialogue, for instance. 

He keeps track of his daily progress — “so as not to kid myself’ 
— on a large chart made out of the side of a cardboard packing 
case and set up against the wall under the nose of a mounted 
gazelle head. The numbers on the chart showing the daily output 
of words differ from 450, 575, 462, 1250, to 512, the higher 
figures on days Hemingway puts in extra work so he won’t feel 
guilty spending the following day fishing on the Gulf Stream. 

A man of habit, Hemingway does not use the perfectly suitable 
desk in the other alcove. Though it allows more space for writing, 
it too has its miscellany: stacks of letters, a stuffed toy lion of 
the type sold in Broadway nighteries, a small burlap bag full of 
carnivore teeth, shotgun shells, a shoehorn, wood carvings of lion, 
rhino, two zebras, and a warthog — ^these last set in a neat row 
across the surface of the desk — and, of course, books. You re- 
member books of the room, piled on the desk, bedside tables, 
jamming the shelves in indiscriminate order — ^novels, histories, 
collections of poetry, drama, essays. A look at their titles shows 
their variety. On the shelf opposite Hemingway’s knees as he stands 
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up to his ‘‘work desk’’ are Virginia Woolfs The Common Reader, 
Ben Ames Williams’ House Divided, The Partisan Reader, Charles 
A. Beard's The Republic, Tarle’s Napoleon's Invasion of Russia, 
How Young You Look by one Peggy Wood, Alden Brook’s 
Shakespeare and the Dyer's Hand, Baldwin’s African Hunting, 
T. S. Eliof s Collected Poems, and two books on General Custer’s 
fall at the battle of the Little Big Horn. 

The room, however, for all the disorder sensed at first sight, 
indicates on inspection an owner who is basically neat but cannot 
bear to throw anything away — especially if sentimental value is 
attached. One bookcase top has an odd assortment of mementos: 
a giraffe made of wood beads, a little cast-iron turtle, tiny models 
of a locomotive, two jeeps and a Venetian gondola, a toy bear 
with a key in its back, a monkey carrying a pair of cymbals, a 
miniature guitar, and a little tin model of a U.S. Navy biplane (one 
wheel missing) resting awry on a circular straw place mat — the 
quality of the collection that of the odds and ends which turn up 
in a shoebox at the back of a smah boy’s closet. It is evident, 
though, that these tokens have their value, just as three buffalo 
horns Hemingway keeps in his bedroom have a value dependent 
not on size but because during the acquiring of them things went 
badly in the bush which ultimately turned out well. “It cheers me 
up to look at them,” Hemingway says. 

Hemingway may admit superstitions of this sort, but he prefers 
not to talk about 4em, feeling that whatever value they may have 
can be talked away. He has much the same attitude about writing. 
Many times during the making of this interview he stressed that 
the craft of writing should not be tampered with by an excess of 
scrutiny — “that though there is one part of writing that is solid 
and you do it no harm by talking about it, the other is fragile, and 
if you talk about it, the structure cracks and you have nothing.” 

As a result, though a wonderful raconteur, a man of rich humor, 
and possessed of an amazing fund of knowledge on subjects which 
interest him, Hemingway finds it difiacult to talk about writing — 
not because he has few ideas on the subject, but rather that he 
feels so strongly that such ideas should remain unexpressed, that 
to be asked questions on them “spooks” him (to use one of his 
favorite expressions) to the pomt where he is almost inarticulate. 
Many of the replies in this interview he preferred to work out on 
his reading board. The occasional waspish tone of the answers is 
also part of this strong feeling that writing is a private, loi^ly 
occupation^with no need for witnesses until the final work is done. 
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This dedication to his art may suggest a personality at odds 
with the rambunctious, carefree, world-wheeling Hemingway-at» 
play of popular conception. The point is, though, that Heming- 
way, while obviously enjoying life, brings an equivalent dedication 
to everything he does — an outlook that is essentially serious, with 
a horror of the inaccurate, the fraudulent, the deceptive, the half- 
baked. 

Nowhere is the dedication he gives his art more evident than 
in the yellow-tiled bedroom — where early in the morning Heming- 
way gets up to stand in absolute concentration in front of his 
reading board, moving only to shift weight from one foot to an- 
other, perspiring heavily when the work is going well, excited as 
a boy, fretful, miserable when the artistic touch momentarily van- 
ishes — slave of a self-imposed discipline which lasts until about 
noon when he takes a knotted walking stick and leaves the house 
for the swimming pool where he takes his daily half-mile swim. 

interviewer: Are these hours during the actual process of 
writing pleasurable? 

HEMINGWAY; Very. 

interviewer; Could you say something of this process? When 
do you work? Do you keep to a strict schedule? 

HEMINGWAY: When I am working on a book or a story I write 
every morning as soon after first light as possible. There is no one 
to disturb you and it is cool or cold and you come to your work 
and warm as you write. You read what you have written and, as 
you always stop when you know what is going to happen next, 
you go on from there. You write until you come to a place where 
you still have your juice and know what will happen next and 
you stop and try to live through until the next day when you hit 
it again. You have started at six in the morning, say, and may 
go on until noon or be through before that. When you stop you 
are as empty, and at the same time never empty but filling, as 
when you have made love to someone you love. Nothing can hurt 
you, nothing can happen, nothing means anything until the next 
day when you do it again. It is the wait until the next day that 
is hard to get through. 

interviewer: Can you dismiss from your mind whatever 
project you’re on when you’re away from the typewriter? 

HEMINGWAY: Of course. But it takes discipline to do it and this 
discipline is acquired. It has to be. 

INTERVIEWER : Do you do any rewriting as you read up to the 
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place you left ojS the day before? Or does that come later, when 
the whole is finished? 

HEMINGWAY: I always rewrite each day up to the point where 
I stopped. When it is all finished, naturally you go over it. You 
get another chance to correct and rewrite when someone else types 
it, and you see it clean in type. The last chance is in the proofs. 
You’re grateful for these different chances. 

interviewer; How much rewriting do you do? 

HEMINGWAY: It depends. I rewrote the ending to Farewell to 
Arms, the last page of it, thirty-nine times before I was satisfied. 

interviewer: Was there some technical problem there? What 
was it that had stumped you? 

HEMINGWAY: Getting the words right. 

interviewer: Is it the rereading that gets the “juice” up? 

HEMINGWAY: Rereading places you at the point where it has 
to go on, knowing it is as good as you can get it up to there. There 
is ^ways juice somewhere. 

interviewer: But are there times when the inspiration isn’t 
there at all? 

HEMINGWAY: Naturally. But if you stopped when you knew 
what would happen next, you can go on. As long as you can start, 
you are all right. The juice will come. 

interviewer: Thornton Wilder speaks of mnemonic devices 
that get the writer going on his day’s work. He says you once told 
him you sharpened twenty pencils. 

Hemingway: I don’t think I ever owned twenty pencils at one 
time. Wearing down seven No. 2 pencils is a good day’s work. 

interviewer: Where are some of the places you have found 
most advantageous to work? The Ambos Mundos hotel must have 
been one, judging from the number of books you did there. Or do 
surroundings have little effect on the work? 

HEMINGWAY: The Ambos Mundos in Havana was a very good 
place to work in. This finca is a splendid place, or was. But I have 
worked well everywhere. I mean I have been able to work as well 
as I can imder varied circumstances. The telephone and visitors 
are the work destroyers. 

interviewer: Is emotional stability necessary to write well? 
You told me once that you could only write weU when you were 
in love. Could you expound on that a bit more? 

HEMINGWAY: What a question. But full marks for trying. You 
can write any time people will leave you alone and not interrupt 
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you. Or rather you can if you will be ruthless enough about it. 
But the best writing is certainly when you are in love. If it is all 
the same to you I would rather not expound on that. 

interviewer: How about financi^ security? Can that be a 
detriment to good writing? 

HEMINGWAY: If it came early enough and you loved life as much 
as you loved your work it would take much character to resist the 
temptations. Once writing has become your major vice and greatest 
pleasure only death can stop it. Financial security then is a great 
help as it keeps you from worrying. Worry destroys the ability to 
write. Ill health is bad in the ratio that it produces worry which 
attacks your subconscious and destroys your reserves. 

interviewer: Can you recall an exact moment when you de- 
cided to become a writer? 

HEMINGWAY: No, I always wanted to be a writer. 
interviewer: Philip Young in his book on you suggests that 
the traumatic shock of your severe 1918 mortar wound had a 
great influence on you as a writer. I remember in Madrid you 
talked briefly about his thesis, finding little in it, and going on to 
say that you thought the artist’s equipment was not an acquired 
characteristic, but inherited, in the Mendelian sense. 

HEMINGWAY: Evidently in Madrid that year my mind could not 
be called very sound. The only thing to recommend it would be 
that I spoke only briefly about Mr. Young’s book and his trauma 
theory of literature. Perhaps the two concussions and a skull frac- 
ture of that year had made me irresponsible in my statements. I 
do remember telling you that I believed imagination could be the 
result of inherited racial experience. It sounds aU right in good 
jolly post-concussion talk, but I think that is more or less where 
it belongs. So imtil the next liberation trauma, let’s leave it there. 
Do you agree? But thanks for leaving out the names of any rela- 
tives I might have implicated. The fun of talk is to explore, but 
much of it and aU that is irresponsible should not be written. Once 
written you have to stand by it. You may have said it to see 
whether you believed it or not. On the question you raised, the 
effects of wounds vary greatly. Simple wounds which do not break 
bone are of little account. They sometimes give confidence. 
Wounds which do extensive bone and nerve damage are not good 
for writers, nor anybody else. 

interviewer: What would you consider the best intellectual 
training for the would-be writer? 

i^mingway: Let’s say that he should go out and hang himself 
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because he finds that writing well is impossibly diflBcult. Then he 
should be cut down without mercy and forced by his own self to 
write as well as he can for the rest of his life. At least he will have 
the story of the hanging to commence with. 

interviewer: How about people who’ve gone into the aca- 
demic career? Do vou think the larj^e numbers of writers who hold 
teaching positions have compromised their literarj^ careers? 

HEMINGWAY: It depends on what you call compromise. Is the 
usage that of a woman who has been compromised? Or is it the 
compromise of the statesman? Or the compromise made with your 
grocer or your tailor that you will pay a little more but will pay it 
later? A writer who can both write and teach should be able to do 
both. Many competent writers have proved it could be done. I 
could not do it, I know, and I admire those who have been able 
to. I would think though that the academic life could put a period 
to outside experience which might possibly limit growth of knowl- 
edge of the world. Knowledge, however, demands more responsi- 
bility of a writer and makes writing more difficult. Trying to write 
something of permanent value is a full-time job even though only 
a few hours a day are spent on the actual writing. A writer can 
be compared to a weU. There are as many kinds of wells as there 
are writers. The important thing is to have good water in the well 
and it is better to take a regular amount out than to pump the weU 
dry and wait for it to refill. I see I am getting away from the ques- 
tion, but the question was not very interesting. 

interviewer: Would you suggest newspaper work for the 
young writer? How helpM was the training you had with the 
Kansas City Star'i 

HEMINGWAY: On the Star you were forced to learn to write a 
simple declarative sentence. This is useful to anyone. Newspaper 
work will not harm a young writer and could help him if he gets 
out of it m time. This is one of the dustiest cliches there is and I 
apologize for it. But when you ask someone old tired questions 
you are apt to receive old tired answers. 

interviewer: You once wrote in the transatlantic review that 
the only reason for writing journalism was to be well paid. You 
said: ‘‘And when you destroy the valuable things you have by 
writing about them, you want to get big money for it.” Do you 
think of writing as a type of self-destruction? 

HEMINGWAY; I do uot remember ever writing that. But it sounds 
sUly and violent enough for me to have said it to avoid having to 
bite on the nail and make a sensible statement. I certainly do not 
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think of writing as a type of self-destruction though journalism, 
after a point has been reached, can be a daily self-destruction for 
a serious creative writer. 

interviewer: Do you think the intellectual stimulus of the 
company of other writers is of any value to an author? 

HEMINGWAY: Certainly. 

interviewer; In the Paris of the twenties did you have any 
sense of “group feeling” with other writers and artists? 

HEMINGWAY: No. There was no group feeling. We had respect 
for each other. I respected a lot of painters, some of my own age, 
others older — Gris, Picasso, Braque, Monet, who was still alive 
then — and a few writers: Joyce, Ezra, the good of Stein. . . . 

INTERVIEWER: When you are writing, do you ever find yourself 
influenced by what youTe reading at the time? 

HEMINGWAY: Not since Joyce was writing Ulysses. His was not 
a direct influence. But in those days when words we knew were 
barred to us, and we had to fight for a single word, the influence 
of his work was what changed everything, and made it possible 
for us to break away from the restrictions. 

interviewer: Could you learn anything about writing from 
the writers? You were teUing me yesterday that Joyce, for exam- 
ple, couldn’t bear to talk about writing, 

HEMINGWAY: In company with people of your own trade you 
ordinarily speak of other writers’ books. The better the writers 
the less they wiU speak about what they have written themselves. 
Joyce was a very great writer and he would only explain what he 
was doing to jerks. Other writers that he respected were supposed 
to be able to know what he was doing by reading it. 

interviewer: You seem to have avoided the company of 
writers in late years. Why? 

HEMINGWAY: That is more complicated. The further you go in 
writing the more alone you are. Most of your best and oldest 
friends die. Others move away. You do not see them except rarely, 
but you write and have much the same contact with them as 
though you were together at the cafe in the old days. You exchange 
comic, sometimes cheerfully obscene and irresponsible letters, and 
it is almost as good as talking. But you are more alone because 
that is how you must work and the time to work is shorter all the 
time and if you waste it you feel you have committed a sin for 
which there is no forgiveness. 

interviewer: What about the influence of some of these peo- 
ple — ^your contemporaries — on your, work? What was Gertrude 
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Stein’s contribution, if any? Or Ezra Pound’s?. Or Max Perkins’? 

HEMINGWAY: I’m sorry but I am no good at these post-mortems. 
There are coroners literary and nonliterary provided to deal with 
such matters. Miss Stein wrote at some length and with consider- 
able inaccuracy about her influence on my work. It was necessary 
for her to do this after she had learned to write dialogue from a 
book called The Sun Also Rises, I was very fond of her and 
thought it was splendid she had learned to write conversation. It 
was no new thing to me to learn from everyone I could, living or 
dead, and I had no idea it would affect Gertrude so violently. She 
already wrote very well in other ways. Ezra was extremely intel- 
ligent on the subjects he really knew. Doesn’t this sort of talk 
bore you? This backyard literary gossip while washing out the 
dirty clothes of thirty-five years ago is disgusting to me. It would 
be different if one had tried to tell the whole truth. That would 
have some value. Here it is simpler and better to thank Gertrude 
for everything I learned from her about the abstract relationship 
of words, say how fond I was of her, reaffirm my loyalty to Ezra 
as a great poet and a loyal friend, and say that I cared so much 
for Max Perkins that I have never been able to accept that he is 
dead. He never asked me to change anything I wrote except to 
remove certain words which were not then publishable. Blanks 
were left, and anyone who knew the words would know what they 
were. For me he was not an editor. He was a wise friend and a 
wonderful companion. I liked the way he wore his hat and the 
strange way his lips moved. 

interviewer: Who would you say are your literary forebears 
— those you have learned the most from? 

HEMINGWAY: Mark Twain, Flaubert, Stendhal, Bach, Turgenev, 
Tolstoi, Dostoevski, Chekhov, Andrew Marvell, John Donne, 
Maupassant, the good Kipling, Thoreau, Captain Marryat, Shake- 
speare, Mozart, Quevedo, Dante, Vergil, Tintoretto, Hieronymus: 
Bosch, Breughel, Patinier, Goya, Giotto, Cezanne, Van Gogh, 
Gauguin, San Juan de la Cruz, Gongora — it would take a day to 
remember everyone. Then it would sound as though I were claim- 
ing an erudition I did not possess instead of trying to remember 
all the people who have been an influence on my life and work. 
This isn’t an old dull question. It is a very good but a solemn 
question and requires an examination of conscience. I put in 
painters, or started to, because I learn as much from painters about 
how to write as from writers. You ask how this is done? It would 
take another day of explaining. I should think what one leamsf 
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from composers and from the study of harmony and coimterpoint 
would be obvious. 

interviewer: Did you ever play a musical instrument? 

HEMINGWAY: I Used to play cello. My mother kept me out of 
school a whole year to study music and counterpoint. She thought 
I had ability, but I was absolutely without talent. We played 
chamber music — someone came in to play the violin; my sister 
played the viola, and mother the piano. That cello — I played it 
worse than anyone on earth. Of course, that year I was out doing 
other things too. 

interviewer: Do you reread the authors of your list — Twain, 
for instance? 

HEMINGWAY: You have to wait two or three years with Twain. 
You remember too well. I read some Shakespeare every year, 
Lear always. Cheers you up if you read that. 

interviewer: Reading, then, is a constant occupation and 
pleasure. 

HEMINGWAY: Fm always reading books — as many as there are. 
I ration myself on them so that Fll always be in supply. 

interviewer: Do you ever read manuscripts? 

HEMINGWAY: You can get into trouble doing that unless you 
know the author personally. Some years ago I was sued for pla- 
giarism by a man who claimed that I’d lifted For Whom the Bell 
Tolls from an unpublished screen scenario he’d written. He’d read 
this scenario at some Hollywood party. I was there, he said, at 
least there was a fellow called ‘‘Ernie” there listening to the read- 
ing, and that was enough for him to sue for a million dollars. At 
the same time he sued the producers of the motion pictures North- 
West Mounted Police and the Cisco Kid, claiming that these, as 
well, had been stolen from that same unpublished scenario. We 
went to court and, of course, won the case. The man turned out 
to be insolvent. 

interviewer: Well, could we go back to that list and take one 
of the painters — ^Hieronymus Bosch, for instance? The nightmare 
symbolic quality of his work seems so far removed from your own. 

HEMINGWAY: I have the nightmares and know about the ones 
other people have. But you do not have to write them down. Any- 
thing you can omit that you know you still have in the writing 
and its quality will show. When a writer omits things he does not 
know, they show like holes in his writing. / 

interviewer: Does that mean that a close knowledge of the 
works of the people on your list helps fill the “weU” you were 
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speaking of a while back? Or were they consciously a help in 
developing the techniques of writing? 

HEMINGWAY: They were a part of learning to see, to hear, to 
think, to feel and not feel, and to write. The well is where your 
“juice” is. Nobody knows what it is made of, least of all yourself. 
What you know is if you have it, or you have to wait for it to 
come back. 

interviewer: Would you admit to there being symbolism in 
your novels? 

HEMINGWAY: I suppose there are symbols since critics keep 
finding them. If you do not mind I dislike talking about them and 
being questioned about them. It is hard enough to write books and 
stories without being asked to explain them as well. Also it de- 
prives the explainers of work. K five or six or more good explainers 
can keep going why should I interfere with them? Read anything 
I write for the pleasure of reading it. Whatever else you find will 
be the measure of what you brought to the reading. 

interviewer: Continuing with just one question on this line: 
One of the advisory staff editors wonders about a parallel he feels 
he’s found in The Sun Also Rises between the dramatis personae 
of the buU ring and the characters of the novel itself. He points 
out that the first sentence of the book tells us Robert Cohn is a 
boxer; later, during the desencajonada, the buU is described as 
using his horns like a boxer, hooking and jabbing. And just as the 
bull is attracted and pacified by the presence of a steer, Robert 
Cohn defers to Jake who is emasculated precisely as is a steer. 
He sees Mike as the picador, baiting Cohn repeatedly. The editor’s 
thesis goes on, but he wondered if it was your conscious intention 
to inform the novel with the tragic structure of the buUfight ritual. 

HEMINGWAY: It souuds as though the advisory staff editor was 
a little bit screwy. Who ever said Jake was “emasculated precisely 
as is a steer”? Actually he had been wounded in quite a different 
way and his testicles were intact and not damaged. Thus he was 
capable of all normal feelings as a man but incapable of consum- 
mating them. The important distinction is that his wound was 
physical and not psychological and that he was not emasculated. 

interviewer: These questions which inquire into craftsman- 
ship really are an annoyance. 

HEMINGWAY: A sensible question is neither a delight nor an 
annoyance. I still believe though that it is very bad for a writer 
to talk about how he writes. He writes to be read by the eye and 
no explanations nor dissertations should be necessary. You can be 
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sure that there is much more there than will be read at any first 
reading and having made this it is not the writer’s province to 
explain it or to run guided tours through the more difficult country 
of his work. 

interviewer: In connection with this, I remember you have 
also warned that it is dangerous for a writer to talk about a work 
in progress, that he can “talk it out” so to speak. Why should this 
be so? I only ask because there are so many writers — Twain, 
Wilde, Thurber, Steffens, come to mind — ^who would seem to have 
polished their material by testing it on listeners. 

HEMINGWAY: I cannot believe Twain ever “tested out” Huckle- 
berry Finn on listeners. If he did they probably had him cut out 
good things and put in the bad parts. Wilde was said by people 
who knew him to have been a better talker than a writer. Steffens 
talked better than he wrote. Both his writing and his talking were 
sometimes hard to beheve, and I heard many stories change as he 
grew older. If Thurber can talk as well as he writes he must be 
one of the greatest and least boring talkers. The man I know who 
talks best about his own trade and has the pleasantest and most 
wicked tongue is Juan Belmonte, the matador. 

interviewer: Could you say how much thought-out effort 
went into the evolvement of your distinctive style? 

HEMINGWAY: That is a long-term tiring question and if you 
spent a couple of days answering it you would be so self-conscious 
that you could not write. I might say that what amateurs call a 
style is usually only the unavoidable awkwardnesses in first trying 
to make something that has not heretofore been made. Almost no 
new classics resemble other previous classics. At first people can 
see only the awkwardness. Then they are not so perceptible. When 
they show so very awkwardly people think these awkwardnesses 
are the style and many copy them. This is regrettable. 

interviewer: You once wrote me that the simple circum- 
stances under which various pieces of fiction were written could 
be instructive. Could you apply this to “The Killers” — ^you said 
that you had written it, “Ten Indians” and “Today Is Friday” in 
one day — and perhaps to your first novel The Sun Also Rises'! 

HEMINGWAY: Let’s see. The Sun Also Rises I started in Valencia 
on my birthday, July 21st. Hadley, my wife, and I had gone to 
Valencia early to get good tickets for the feria there which started 
the 24th of July. Everybody my age had written a novel and I 
was still having a difficult time writing a paragraph. So I started 
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the book on my birthday, wrote all through the feria, in bed in 
the morning, went on to Madrid and wrote there. There was no 
feria there, so we had a room with a table and I wrote in great 
luxury on the table and around the corner from the hotel in a beer 
place in the Pasaje Alvarez where it was cool. It finally got too 
hot to write and we went to Hendaye. There was a small cheap 
hotel there on the big long lovely beach and I worked very well 
there and then went up to Paris and finished the first draft in the 
apartment over the sawmill at 113 rue Notre Dame des Champs 
six weeks from the day I started it. I showed the first draft to 
Nathan Asch, the novelist, who then had quite a strong accent 
and he said “Hem, vaht do you mean saying you wrote a novel? 
A novel huh. Hem, you are riding a trahvel buch.” I was not too 
discouraged by Nathan and rewrote the book, keeping in the travel 
(that was the part about the fishing trip and Pamplona) at Schruns 
in the Vorarlberg at the Hotel Taube. 

The stories you mention I wrote in one day in Madrid on May 
16 when it snowed out the San Isidro bullfights. First I wrote 
“The Killers,” which I’d tried to write before and failed. Then 
after lunch I got in bed to keep warm and wrote “Today Is Fri- 
day.” I had so much juice I thought maybe I was going crazy 
and I had about six other stories to write. So I got dressed and 
walked to Fomos, the old bullfighters’ cafe, and drank coffee and 
then came back and wrote “Ten Indians,” This made me very sad 
and I drank some brandy and went to sleep. I’d forgotten to eat 
and one of the waiters brought me up some bacalao and a small 
steak and fried potatoes and a bottle of Valdepenas. 

The woman v/ho ran the pension was always worried that I did 
not eat enough and she had sent the waiter. I remember sitting up 
in bed and eating, and drinking the Valdepenas. The waiter said 
he would bring up another bottle. He said the senora wanted to 
know if I was going to write all night. I said no, I thought I would 
lay off for a while. Why don’t you try to write just one more, the 
waiter asked. I’m only supposed to write one, I said. Nonsense, 
he said. You could write six. I’ll try tomorrow, I said. Try it to- 
night, he said. What do you think the old woman sent the food 
up for? 

I’m tired, I told him. Nonsense, he said (the word was not non- 
sense). You tired after three miserable little stories. Translate me 
one. 

Leave me alone, I said. How am I going to write it if you don’t 
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leave me alone. So I sat up in bed and drank the Valdepenas and 
thought what a hell of a writer I was if the first story was as good 
as I’d hoped. 

interviewer: How complete in your own mind is the concep- 
tion of a short story? Does the theme, or the plot, or a character 
change as you go ^ong? 

HEMINGWAY: Sometimes you know the story. Sometimes you 
make it up as you go along and have no idea how it will come out. 
Everything changes as it moves. That is what makes the move- 
ment which makes the story. Sometimes the movement is so slow 
it does not seem to be moving. But there is always change and 
always movement. 

interviewer; Is it the same with the novel, or do you work 
out the whole plan before you start and adhere to it rigorously? 

HEMINGWAY: For Whom the Bell Tolls was a problem which 
I carried on each day. I knew what was going to happen in prin- 
ciple. But I invented what happened each day I wrote. 

interviewer: Were the Green Hills of Africa, To Have and 
Have Not, and Across the River and into the Trees all started as 
short stories and developed into novels? If so, are the two forms 
so similar that the writer can pass from one to the other without 
completely revamping his approach? 

HEMINGWAY: No, that is not true. The Green Hills of Africa 
is not a novel but was written in an attempt to write an absolutely 
true book to see whether the shape of a country and the pattern 
of a month’s action could, if truly presented, compete with a work 
of the imagination. After I had written it I wrote two short stories, 
“The Snows of Kilimanjaro” and “The Short Happy Life of 
Francis Macomber.” These were stories which I invented from 
the knowledge and experience acquired on the same long hunting 
trip one month of which I had tried to write a truthful account 
of in the Green Hills, To Have and Have Not and Across the 
River and into the Trees were both started as short stories. 

interviewer: Do you find it easy to shift from one literary 
project to another or do you continue through to finish what you 
start? 

HEMINGWAY: The fact that I am interrupting serious work to 
answer these questions proves that I am so stupid that I should be 
penalized severely. I will be. Don’t worry. 

interviewer: Do you think of yourself in competition with 
other writers? 
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HEMINGWAY: Never. I used to try to write better than certain 
dead writers of whose value I was certain. For a long time now I 
have tried simply to write the best I can. Sometimes I have good 
luck and write better than I can. 

INTERVIEWER: Do you think a writer’s power diminishes as he 
grows older? In the Green Hills of Africa you mention that Ameri- 
can writers at a certain age change into Old Mother Hubbards. 

HEMINGWAY: I don’t know about that. People who know what 
they are doing should last as long their heads last. In that book 
you mention, if you look it up, you’U see I was sounding off about 
American literature with a humorless Austrian character who was 
forcing me to talk when I wanted to do something else. I wrote 
an accurate account of the conversation. Not to make deathless 
pronouncements. A fair per cent of the pronouncements are good 
enough. 

INTERVIEWER: We’ve not discussed character. Are the charac- 
ters of your work taken without exception from real life? 

HEMINGWAY: Of couTse they are not. Some come from real life. 
Mostly you invent people from a knowledge and understanding 
and experience of people. 

INTERVIEWER*. Could you say something about the process of 
turning a real-life character into a fictional one? 

HEMINGWAY: If I explained how that is sometimes done, it 
would be a handbook for libel lawyers. 

INTERVIEWER: Do you make a distinction — as E. M. Forster 
does — ^between “flat” and “round” characters? 

HEMINGWAY: If you describe someone, it is flat, as a photo- 
graph is, and from my standpoint a failure. If you make him up 
from what you know, there should be aU the dimensions. 

INTERVIEWER: Which of your characters do you look back on 
with particular affection? 

HEMINGWAY: That would make too long a list. 

INTERVIEWER*. Then you enjoy reading over your own books — 
without feeling there are changes you would like to make? 

HEMINGWAY*. I read them sometimes to cheer me up when it is 
hard to write and then I remember that it was always difficult and 
how nearly impossible it was sometimes. 

interviewer: How do you name your characters? 

HEMINGWAY: The best I can. 

interviewier: Do the titles come to you while you’re in the 
process of doing the story? 
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HEMINGWAY: No. I make a list of titles after I’ve finished the 
story or the book — sometimes as many as 100. Then I start elimi- 
nating them, sometimes all of them. 

interviewer: And you do this even with a story whose title 
is supplied from the text — “Hills Like White Elephants,” for 
example? 

HEMINGWAY: Yes. The title comes afterwards. I met a girl in 
Prunier where I’d gone to eat oysters before lunch. I knew she’d 
had an abortion. I went over and we talked, not about that, but on 
the way home I thought of the story, skipped lunch, and spent 
that afternoon writing it. 

interviewer: So when you’re not writing, you remain con- 
stantly the observer, looking for something which can be of use. 

HEMINGWAY: Surely. If a writer stops observing he is finished. 
But he does not have to observe consciously nor think how it will 
be useful. Perhaps that would be true at the beginning. But later 
everything he sees goes into the great reserve of things he knows 
or has seen. If it is any use to know it, I always try to write on 
the principle of the iceberg. There is seven eighths of it under 
water for every part that shows. Anything you know you can 
eliminate and it only strengthens your iceberg. It is the part that 
doesn’t show. If a writer omits something because he does not 
know it then there is a hole in the story. 

The Old Man and the Sea could have been over a thousand 
pages long and had every character in the village in it and all 
the processes of how they made their living, were bom, educated, 
bore children, etc. That is done excellently and well by other 
writers. In writing you are limited by what has already been done 
satisfactorily. So I have tried to learn to do something else. First 
I have tried to ehminate everything unnecessary to conveying 
experience to the reader so that after he or she has read something 
it win become a part of his or her experience and seem actually 
to have happened. This is very hard to do and I’ve worked at it 
very hard. 

Anyway, to skip how it is done, I bad unbelievable luck this 
time and could convey the experience completely and have it 
be one that no one had ever conveyed. The luck was that I had 
a good man and a good boy and lately writers have forgotten 
there still are such things. Then the ocean is worth writing about 
just as man is. So I was lucky there. I’ve seen the marlin mate 
and know about that So I leave that out. I’ve seen a school (or 
pod) of more than fifty sperm whales in that same stretch of 
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water and once harpooned one nearly sixty feet in length and lost 
him. So I left that out. All the stories I know from the fishing 
village I leave out. But the knowledge is what makes the under- 
water part of the iceberg. 

INTERVIEWER: Archibald MacLeish has spoken of a method of 
conveying experience to a reader which he said you developed 
while covering baseball games back in those Kansas City Star days. 

It was simply that experience is communicated by small details, in- 
timately preserved, which have the effect of indicating the whole 
by maldng the reader conscious of what he had been aware of only 
subconsciously. . . . 

HEMINGWAY: The anecdote is apocryphal. I never wrote base- 
ball for the Star, What Archie was trying to remember was how I 
was trying to learn in Chicago in around 1920 and was searching 
for the unnoticed things that made emotions such as the way an 
outfielder tossed his glove without looking back to where it fell, 
the squeak of resin on canvas under a fighter’s flat-soled gym 
shoes, the gray color of Jack Blackburn’s skin when he had just 
come out of stir and other things I noted as a painter sketches. 
You saw Blackburn’s strange color and the old razor cuts and ' 
the way he spun a man before you knew his history. These were; 
the things which moved you before you knew the story. ^ 

interviewer: Have you ever described any type of situation 
of which you had no personal knowledge? 

HEMINGWAY: That is a strange question. By personal knowl- 
edge do you mean carnal knowledge? In that case the answer is 
positive. A writer, if he is any good, does not describe. He invents 
or makes out of knowledge personal and impersonal and some- 
times he seems to have unexplained knowledge which could come 
from forgotten racial or family experience. Who teaches the' 
homing pigeon to fly as he does; where does a fighting bull get 
his bravery, or a hunting dog his nose? This is an elaboration or 
a condensation on that stuff we were talking in Madrid that time 
when my head was not to be trusted. 

interviewer: How detached must you be from an experience 
before you can write about it in fictional terms? The African air 
crashes, for instance? 

Hemingway: It depends on the experience. One part of you 
sees it with complete detachment from the start. Another part is 
very involved. I think there is no rule about how soon one should 
write about it. It would depend on how well adjusted the indi- 
vidual was and on his dr her recuperative powers. Certainly it is 



36 


HEMINGWAY AND HIS CRITICS 


valuable to a trained writer to crash in an aircraft which bums. 
He learns several important things very quickly. Whether they 
will be of use to him is conditioned by survival. Survival, with 
honor, that outmoded and all-important word, is as difficult as 
ever and as all-important to a wTiter. Those who do not last are 
always more beloved since no one has to see them in their long, 
dull, unrelenting, no quarter given and no quarter received, fights 
that they make to do something as they believe it should be done 
before they die. Those who die or quit early and easy and with 
very good reason are preferred because they are understandable 
and human. Failure and well-disguised cowardice are more hu- 
man and more beloved. 

interviewer: Could I ask you to what extent you think the 
writer should concern himself with the sociopolitical problems of 
his times? 

HEMINGWAY: Everyone has his own conscience and there 
should be no rules about how a conscience should function. All 
you can be sure about in a political-minded writer is that if his 
work should last you will have to skip the politics when you read 
it. Many of the so-called politically enlisted writers change their 
politics frequently. This is very exciting to them and to their 
political-literary reviews. Sometimes they even have to rewrite 
their viewpoints . . . and in a hurry. Perhaps it can be respected 
as a form of the pursuit of happiness. 

interviewer: Has the political influence of Ezra Pound on the 
segregationalist Kasper had any effect on your belief that the poet 
ought to be released from St. Elizabeth’s Hospital? ^ 

HEMINGWAY: No. None at all. I believe Ezra should be re- 
leased and allowed to write poetry in Italy on an undertaking by 
him to abstain from any poUtics. I would be happy to see Kasper 
jailed as soon as possible. Great poets are not necessarily girl 
guides nor scoutmasters nor splendid influences on youth. To 
name a few: Verlaine, Rimbaud, Shelley, Byron, Baudelaire, 
Proust, Gide, should not have been confined to prevent them from 
being aped in their thinking, their maimers or their morals by 
local Kaspers. I am sure that it will take a footnote to this para- 
graph in ten years to explain who Kasper was. 

interviewer; Would you say, ever, that there is any didactic 
intention in your work? 

^As this issue went to press a Federal Coxzrt in Washington, D.C., dis- 
missed all charges against Pound, clearing the way for his release from St. 
Elizabeth’s. [April 18. 1958— En.] 
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HEMINGWAY: Didactic is a word that has been misused and has 
spoiled. Death in the Afternoon is an instructive book. 

interviewer: It has been said that a writer only deals with one 
or two ideas throughout his work. Would you say your work 
reflects one or two ideas? 

HEMINGWAY: Who said that? It sounds much too simple. The 
man who said it possibly had only one or two ideas. 

interviewer: Well, perhaps it would be better put this way: 
Graham Greene said in one of these interviews that a ruling pas- 
sion gives to a shelf of novels the unity of a system. You yourself 
have said, I believe, that great writing comes out of a sense of 
injustice. Do you consider it important that a novelist be domi- 
nated in this way — by some such compelling sense? 

HEMINGWAY: Mr. Greene has a facility for making statements 
that I do not possess. It would be impossible for me to make 
generalizations about a shelf of novels or a wisp of snipe or a 
gaggle of geese. I’ll try a generalization though. A writer without 
a sense of justice and of injustice would be better off editing the 
year book of a school for exceptional children than writing 
novels. Another generalization. You see; they are not so difficult 
when they are sufficiently obvious. The most essential gift for a 
good writer is a built-in, shockproof, shit detector. This is the 
writer’s radar and all great writers have had it. 

interviewer: Finally, a fundamental question: namely, as a 
creative writer what do you think is the fxmction of your art? 
Why a representation of fact, rather than fact itself? 

HEMINGWAY: Why be puzzled by that? From things that have 
happened and from things as they exist and from all things that 
you know and all those you cannot know, you make something 
through your invention that is not a representation but a whole 
new thing truer than anything true and alive, and you make it 
alive, and if you make it well enough, you give it immortality. 
That is why you write and for no other reason that you know of. 
' But what about aU the reasons that no one knows? 


George Plimpton 
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Ernest Hemingway 

Alain used to say: “Our first impulse is to kill.’" And 
Simone Weil said: “When you know it is possible to kill without 
blame or punishment, you kill; or at least you lavish encouraging 
smiles on those who kill. If by chance you feel a little disgust, you 
keep quiet about it and soon you stifle it, for fear of appearing to 
lack manliness.” These two quotations, terrible and true, must be 
offered as epigraphs, at the outset of an article on a body of work 
completely devoted to violence and death. 

Ernest Hemingway is a great writer. Archibald MacLeish 
wrote of h i m: 

Veteran out of the wars before he was twenty: 

Famous at twenty-five; thirty a master 

Whittled a style for his time from a walnut stick . . . 

He used this hard style, carved in hard wood, to teU hard stories. 
Bloodied prize fighters, hired killers, disemboweled bullfighters, 
crippled soldiers, hunters of wild animals, deep-sea fishermen — 
Hemingway’s favorite characters are men who deal in death and 
accept its risk.^ Let us try to understand how the events in a man’s 
life formed this style and temperament and gave birth to this ob* 
session. 


I 

Oak Park, Illinois, is a suburb of Chicago. There, at the end 
of the last century, Dr. Clarence E. Hemingway practiced medi- 
cine. The bearded doctor was highly respected in town, known 
for his keen eyesight and his great skill at himting and fishing. 
His wife, very religious, read the Bible, sang in the church choir, 
and kept a close, overstrict watch on the spiritual life of her hus- 
band whom she did not understand. They had six children. 
Ernest, the second child, was bom on July 21, 1899. Relations 
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between his parents, compatible only on the surface, made his 
childhood unhappy. His mother nudged him toward music, pref- 
erably church music; his father put a fishing rod in his hand at 
the age of three, and a rifle at ten. Male solidarity soon asserted 
itself. In one of Hemingway’s first short stories,^ we read: 

“Your mother wants you to come and see her,” the doctor said. 

“I want to go with you,” Nick said. “. . . I know where there’s 
black squirrels.” 

“All right,” said his father. “Let’s go there.” 

Nick Adams is the hero created by Hemingway to depict him- 
self. Nick’s youth is wild and free; he spends his summers in 
Michigan among the Indians, where he sees life in the raw. An 
Indian girl, with brown legs, flat belly, and hard little breasts, in- 
itiates him sexually at a very young age. He witnesses his doctor- 
father perform a Caesarean operation with a jackknife. He cuts a 
freshly caught trout into pieces and uses the chunks as bait to 
catch more trout. His is a savage world of sacrificed animals, such 
as Victor Hugo knew at his childhood home of Les Feuillantines. 
And these are years of apprenticeship for a boy who wants to be 
strong yet has his weaknesses — specifically, an equivocal attitude 
toward his father. Nick (Hemingway) is grateful to the doctor 
for the rifle and hunting lessons; but he resents his father’s weak- 
ness toward his mother and his conventional ideas about “sex.” 
Nick’s father “was sentimental, and like most sentimental people, 
he was both cruel and abused. ... If he wasn’t a coward, he 
would have stood up to that woman and not let her bully 
him. . . All sentimental people are betrayed. “Nick could not 
write about him yet, although he would, later.” 

At school in Oak Park Hemingway showed a fondness for 
literature and was an editor of the weekly school paper. His 
schoolmates admired his talent but had no liking for tdm as a 
person; they confirmed in him the idea that in life one must be 
hard, that only the tough-skinned survive. A “loner,” he took 
boxing lessons and fought so strenuously that he had his nose 
broken and one eye severely injured. Loving neither family nor 
school, he ran away twice. For several months he led the life of a 
vagrant, coming face to face with violence and evil “on the road.” 
He worked on farms, washed dishes in restaurants, hopped 
freights: in short, he tasted of that adventurous kind of life “on 

Doctor and the Doctor’s Wife” in In Our Time, 



40 


HEMINGWAY AND HIS CRITICS 


the bum'’ which seems to shape many a young American writer, 
in contrast to our youthful French bohemians of the Cafe des 
Deux Magots or the Cafe Flore. 

In 1917 the United States entered World War I. Hemingway 
tried to enlist but was rejected because of his bad eye. For six 
months he worked as a reporter on the Kansas City Star, one of 
the biggest newspapers in the Middle West. He ‘"covered” local 
crime news and accidents. Then he found a way to leave for 
Europe as an ambulance driver with the American Red Cross. 
Sent to the Italian front, he soon found himself in the midst of 
bloody battles in which he served with distinction. He was 
severely wounded and decorated with the Italian al Valore Mili- 
tare medal. 

This wound left deep marks on him. He still bears its actual 
scars along the entire length of one leg. And for a time it scarred 
his soul as well. He was up in front of the trenches at Fossalta di 
Piave, when fragments from an Austrian trench mortar hit him. 
‘T died then,” he said. Two Italian soldiers with him were killed; 
a third had his legs blown off. When Hemingway regained con- 
sciousness, he carried the legless, screaming Italian on his back 
toward a &st-aid dugout. As he stumbled on, a searchlight spotted 
him and a machine gun opened fire. He was wounded twice more, 
in the foot and the knee. When he got back, his Italian was dead 
and he himself close to death. Twenty-eight steel fragments were 
taken out of his leg.^ 

For a long time he could not forget that heU. He was in a state 
of shock. He found it hard to fall asleep and, when he did suc- 
ceed, he would dream of that exploding trench mortar and awake 
with a start. 

I myself did not want to sleep because I had been living for a long 
time with the knowledge that if I ever shut my eyes in the dark and 
let myself go, my soul would go out of my body. I had been that 
way for a long time, ever since I had been blown up at night and felt 
it go out of me and go off and then come back. I tried never to think 
about it, but it had started to go since, in the nights, just at the mo- 
ment of going off to sleep, and I could only stop it by a very great 
effort^ 

For a while he lived in Chicago, where he came to know some 
good writers — Sherwood Anderson and his friends. He fell in 

*The actual number of fragments was in excess of one hundred. — E d. 

^ “Now I Lay Me,'’ The Fifth Column and The First Forty-Nine Stories,. 
New York: 1938, p. 461 .— Ed. 
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love with Hadley Richardson, a young newspaperwoman, married 
her in September, 1921, and then left with her to cover the Greek- 
Turkish War.^ Despite his bad memories — perhaps because of 
them — battlefields seemed to summon him. There was a morbid 
attraction to places where there was killing. He saw other terrible 
things there. After the war he came to Paris, with a letter of 
introduction from Sherwood Anderson to Gertrude Stein. He 
could not have picked a better person to learn from. 

“At that moment,” he has told us, 

I was trying to write and I found that my greatest difficulty (apart 
from that of knowing what you truly felt, rather than what you were 
supposed to feel, or what you had been taught to feel) was to note 
what really happened in action, what the actual things were which 
produced the emotion which you experienced. ... So I was trying 
to learn to write, commencing with the simplest things. . . . 

Gertrude Stein, a massive monolith of a person who had vol- 
untarily expatriated herself from the United States, was a writer 
with good sense who understood the virtue of everyday words, the 
power of repetition, and the rhythm of spoken language. These 
were all things that Hemingway was trying to master. So a kind of 
craft intimacy developed between the two experimenters. Heming- 
way could often be found at Gertrude Stein’s house, Number 27, 
rue de Fleurus, the walls covered by her many Cezannes and 
Picassos; sometimes she would come to the Place du Tertre and 
read through the young American’s manuscripts. He did not write 
in cliches; he used the plainest and shortest words. She recognized 
a style after her own heart. 

What was Hemingway trying to say? He wanted to purge him- 
self of violence by expressing it: 

“Your psychoanalyst?” 

“A portable Corona, No. 3.” 

Hadley Hemingway had a suitcase filled with her husband’s fibrst 
manuscripts stolen from her. It was a terrible blow. Besides, 
Hadley was pregnant and wanted to go back to the United States, 
to give birth to her child on American soil. AH was not well with 
the married couple. Nevertheless, they had a definite program; 
“Have the baby, then return to Paris, and write a novel.” Mean- 
while Hemingway wrote short stories. They were hard as nails. 

^The first Mrs. Hemingway was not a newspaperwoman, nor did she 
accompany her husband to Thrace. — ^E d. 
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One of them> ''Fifty Grand/’ told the story of a prize fighter who, 
feeling himself washed up, bets against himself and wins. It was 
a sharp-edged story, all in dialogue. Nothing was said outright; 
everything was suggested. Reading it, one is reminded of the best 
of IGpling. Hemingway never speaks of Kipling, and perhaps he 
never read him. The fact is, a writer rarely talks about the true 
sources of his inspiration. He mentions those that are the most 
flattering, or the least obvious. The influential Atlantic Monthly 
accepted “Fifty Grand” for publication. Seasoned readers recog- 
nized a new master. This twenty-page short story launched 
Hemingway on his writing career. 

After that, all the magazines asked him for stories. The Hearst 
newspaper chain offered him a contract. Hemingway refused. He 
was not opposed to the idea of making money, but that — in his 
eyes — was not the main thing. Above aU, he wanted to remain a 
serious writer, in the Flaubertian sense of the word. “All I want 
is to write as well as I can.” To write well, at his own hours — 
and so no contract with Hearst. As he put it, integrity in a writer 
was like virginity in a woman; once lost, it was never recovered. 
Often during his stay in Paris, he allowed himself only five sous a 
day for a plate of fried potatoes — so he could write solely in his 
own way and according to his own ideas. 

His reputation began to spread among the expatriates. Gertrude 
Stein, Ezra Pound, F. Scott Fitzgerald, expected big things from 
him. James Joyce became his friend. Often the two men went out 
in the evening to drink together. “Once,” according to Hemingway, 

Joyce told me he was afraid his writings would become suburban, 
that maybe it would be better for him to get around a little and see 
the world. Joyce was afraid of lots of things: of thunder, of lightning, 
but he was a wonderful man. His wife, who was listening, said: “Yes, 
a bit of lion-hunting would certainly do James no harm.” 

But Joyce, nearsighted as a mole, was hardly equipped for lion- 
hunting. Hemingway, on the other hand, needed hunting as he 
needed war. 

In 1923 Hemingway brought out a little book, Three Stories 
and Ten Poems, published in Dijon by the Contact Publishing 
Company. Then there appeared, in 1924, in our time, in which 
episodes alternate with short prose poems, all of them evoking 
dreadful memories, without comment. Naked, blood-covered facts. 
Here is an example: 
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They shot the six cabinet ministers at half-past six in the morning 
against the wall of a hospital. There were pools of water in the court- 
yard. There were wet dead leaves on the paving of the courtyard. It 
rained hard. All the shutters of the hospital were nailed shut. One 
of the ministers was sick with typhoid. Two soldiers carried him down- 
stairs and out into the rain. They tried to hold him up against the 
wall but he sat down in a puddle of water. The other five stood very 
quietly against the wall. Finally the officer told the soldiers it was no 
good trying to make him stand up. When they fired the first volley 
he was sitting down in the water with his head on his knees.^ 

Technically, this is excellent writing. The scene is described 
with cold precision; and its horror stands out all the more against 
the dull background. Merimee knew that device — over a century 
ago. The title in our time was undoubtedly ironical. It suggested 
‘‘Peace in our time, O Lord,” from the Common Prayer Book. 
“Peace in our time, O Lord” . . . when dying men are shot; 
when crowds insist that bullfighters risk disembowelment; when 
woimded soldiers groan and bleed in front of trenches; when 
ropes are coldly slipped around men’s necks, in prisons. It was- 
a silent protest against violence; at the same time a masochist’s 
delight in describing that violence; ^d a liberation from it I 
quote again: 

“Your psychoanalyst?” 

“A portable Corona, No. 3.” 

The child and the man had seen too much. He belonged to a 
sick generation, a poisoned generation. 

II 

In 1927 Hadley left him. He discussed their break, with his 
usual objectivity, in a curious story, “Homage to Switzerland,” 
in which he pictures himself chatting with three porters in a Swiss 
railway station, explaining that he is getting a ffivorce: 

“And it is really the first time you’ve been divorced?” asked the 
porter. 

“Absolutely. . . 

“And is it very expensive?” 

‘Ten thousand francs.” 

“Swiss money?” 

Otar time. Chapter V. 
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“No, French money.” 

“Oh, yes. Two thousand francs Swiss. All the same it’s not cheap.” 

‘'No.” 

“And why does one do it?” 

“One is asked to.” 

“But why do they ask that?” 

“To marry someone else.” 

Hemingway himself remarried, that same year: his second wife 
was Pauline PfeiJffer, an attractive editor at Vogue magazine. The 
next year, 1928, he suSered a heavy blow. His father, Clarence 
Edmonds Hemingway, committed suicide. Why? It is hard to say. 
“He had much bad luck, and it was not all of it his own. He had 
died in a trap that he had helped only a little to set.” Now the son 
harbored a new obsession: Had the doctor become frightened? 
Fear was destined to be one of Hemingway's great themes. 

Heretofore his volumes of short stories, though excellent, had 
been financial failures. With The Sun Also Rises, a novel about 
expatriates in Paris — ^Americans, Greeks, Englishmen — he joined 
the best-seller list for the first time. His hero, Jake Barnes, 
wounded in World War I, moves from bar to bar, from shabby 
hotel to shabby hotel, from France to Spain, in love yet no longer 
capable of making love. The woman he loves, Lady Brett Ashley, 
sleeps with a boxer, then with a matador. Brett and Jake sufl[er — 
but without talking about it. Romanticism? Yes, in a sense, but 
a silent romanticism, drowned in cocktails and champagne. 

This long cmemalike sequence of hotel nights, dismal drinking 
bouts, bartenders, prostitutes, and bedroom scenes achieves a 
tragic ejffect. Rarely has any human group been so detached from 
all society. Everything seems pointless. The sun also rises — and 
just as futilely. The postwar mood of despair was sufiSciently 
widespread for the book to touch the most vibrant chord in “the 
lost generation.” Americans, Englishmen, and Frenchmen ad- 
mired the rawness of the style. This was something new. A 
Hemingway novel was to the traditional novel what functional 
architecture is to ornate architecture. 

A short-story collection (Men Without Women) brought these 
qualities to a high point. A short story such ^ “The Idlers” is 
literally a masterpiece. As Paul Val6ry ,said: “You can recognize 
a masterpiece by the fact that nothing in it can be changed.” 
One enters abruptly into the story — there are no lengthy pre- 
liminaries k la Balzac. The reader has to imagine the setting and 
characters. At the beginning he doesn’t even Imow what the latter 
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are talking about. They repeat the same words — over and over 
again. Little by little the picture emerges from this chaos. What a 
magnificent story I 

Around 1928 Hemingway left Europe and came to live on the 
ocean front at Key West, Florida. There he acquired a paunch, 
a beard, and a nickname: “Papa.” From his first marriage he had 
a son John, nicknamed “Bumby.” Pauline Pfeiffer gave him two 
more sons: Patrick, bom in 1929, and Gregory, in 1932. Books 
too were born in those years: in 1929, A Farewell to Arms, a 
novel about his Italian campaign; [in 1932] Death in the After- 
noon, a long study of bullfighting; and Green Hills of Africa 
[1935], an account of a hunting trip in the heart of Africa. War, 
bullfighting, hxmting: “To kill in order to avoid killing oneself.” 
He had to overcome an inner despair, a disgust with human be- 
ings, that went back to his childhood. Yet during that same 
period Hemingway wrote for Esquire, just as the French critic 
Taine contributed to La Vie Farisienne. American critics have 
reproached him for working on such a “slick-paper” magazine, 
in which his stories rubbed shoulders with erotic anecdotes and 
drawings. What of it? He liked eroticism, and the magazine had 
literary standards. Thomas Mann and Andre Gide wrote for it. 

Nevertheless, everything seems to indicate that in 1936 Hem- 
ingway felt dissatisfied with himself. In Africa he had hunted with 
very rich people (although “they were dull and they drank too 
much, or they played too much backgammon”). He had drunk 
much too much himself (“so much that he blunted the edge of his 
perceptions”). Seven lean years had passed since he had written a 
good book: A Farewell to Arms (and “you made an attitude that 
you cared nothing for the work you used to do, now that you could 
no longer do it”). Two marriages had finished badly; he felt that 
he was being criticized for Ms association with Esquire. . . . 
“He had destroyed Ms talent by not using it, by betrayals of him- 
self and what he believed in, by drinking so much ... by lazi- 
ness, by sloth, and by snobbery, by pride and prejudice. . . 
And to top it all, the thought of his own death obsessed him. 
With horror he realized that “it could all end like tMs — on an idle 
safari, haggling with a woman.” ^ His second wife divorced Mm 
in 1940. 

In 1936 the Civil War broke out in Spain. In the United States 
many intellectuals enlisted in the cause of the Spanish Republican 
government Hemingway was among them. It was less from po- 

® Quoted in Philip Young, Ernest Hemingway, London, 1952, p. 48. 
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litical conviction than from a desire to sniff the odor of blood 
again, and to try to believe in something. From this experience 
came the novel For Whom the Bell Tolls, whose hero, Robert 
Jordan, personifies Hemingway himself — as, previously, was the 
case with Nick Adams. A hero without political faith and whose 
sacrifice is gratuitous. Maria, the lovely young Spanish girl, is 
talking to Jordan; 

“Are you a communist?” 

“No I am an anti-fascist.” 

“For a long time?” 

“Since I have understood fascism.” 

Actually, what were Jordan’s political beliefs? “He had none 
now, he told himself. ... He fought now in this war because it 
had started in a country he loved and he believed in the Re- 
public. . . .” As in A Farewell to Arms, a love story is grafted 
pnto a wartime adventure — but it is love Hemingway-style, sen- 
sual, short-lived, stillborn. 

In 1940 at Cheyenne, Wyoming, Hemingway married the writer 
Martha Gellhom. Together they took a trip to China, then settled 
down in Cuba, not far from Havana. In 1942 he offered his yacht 
Pilar to the United States Navy and volunteered to serve as a one- 
man suicide squadron. He would cruise by himself to attract 
enemy submarines; then, when one of them stopped him, he 
would blow up the submarine and himself. It is easy to see why 
this romantic idea attracted him. The Navy refused, and Heming- 
way managed to get himself sent to England as a war correspond- 
ent. After D-day in June, 1944, he made contact with the French 
Resistance forces and formed a unit of irregulars of which he was 
the commanding general — or captain. His exact status was un- 
clear. He was “Papa,” and the men under him realized in a 
vague sort of way that he was someone of importance. His head- 
quarters were at Rambouillet. Loaded down with guns, field- 
glasses in a sling, a vermouth on one side and a gin on the other, 
he proved to be an old hand and adept at war. The Resistance 
fighters respected him; the army tolerated him. Entering Paris by 
a different road from the one t^en by General Leclerc’s division, 
he headed immediately for the Ritz Hotel to liberate it. The 
symbolism is obvious. At the Place Vendome he stationed a 
guard at the hotel entrance with a notice: Papa took good hotel, 
Plenty stuff in cellar, , . . Then he left for Germany with a 
division of his own choice. He was. a curious war correspondent, 
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always way up in front, calling for tanks to protect his fianks, 
firing in violation of the Geneva and other conventions, at times 
threatened with court-martial, at times praised for his bravery. 

An American artist, John Groth, described him in the Hiirtgen 
forest. “Everybody knew his jeep. Out of the dark woods you 
could hear hundreds of voices saying, one after another: ‘Good 
morning, Mr. Hemi n gway.’ It was like a royal progress.” Most of 
the soldiers called him “Papa.” Groth tells how one evening, near 
the German lines, he was having dinner with Hemingway and 
several officers when enemy shells began to rain down on their 
command post. All the officers put on their helmets and sprawled 
on the ground. When the candles were lit again, they saw that 
Hemingway had remained at the table, bareheaded, his back to 
the German batteries, stiU eating his dinner all alone. It was the 
courage of a man who had known fear and overcome it. He had 
been through the mill: beneath the mask of toughness, the face 
had become like the mask. 

After World War II he stayed at a hotel in Venice, where he 
hoped to write a book about the war. Interrupted by illness (an 
eye infection which developed during a hunting trip), he gave up 
that work to write a shorter novel: Across the River and into the 
Trees y which is the story of a bitter, aging colonel’s last love 
affair, with a young woman of nineteen. The critics, weary of 
praising, pounced on this book and tore it to shreds. In it Heming- 
way indulged in some digressions on military strategy, in the 
course of which he attacked Field Marshal Montgomery — Whence 
the irritation of many British readers. In reality, the critics were 
unfair; the novel was not unworthy of its author. It is not his 
best, to be sure, but far superior to the best of other writers. 

Meanwhile, Hemingway had married for the fourth time. His 
new wife was Mary Welsh, a Time magazine correspondent. With 
her he now lives in a house near Havana called Finca Vigia 
(Lookout Farm). He has chosen to live there because he loves 
Cuba and feels a little more at peace there than elsewhere. He 
has had a constant stream of visitors — ^from Hollywood stars to 
Spanish grandees. Hemingway, looking like a sacred idol with 
his white beard, his sun-tanned and deeply Imed face, gets up at 
five-thirty m the morning and works. He writes his descriptive 
passages in pencil, his dialogues on the typewriter. In the After- 
noon, weather permitting, he fishes with his sailor-navigator. He 
still believes that the writer rnust keep in touch with nature by 
some form of action. If he yrithdraws from life, his style w;astes 
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awayJ He remains as ardent a fisherman today as when his 
father put his first fishing rod in his hands. 

In 1952 he proved the truth of his idea that the writer must 
keep in touch with life: he wrote The Old Man and the Sea, a 
short narrative that was received with unanimous praise. After 
Across the River and into the Trees, someone had said, wrongly: 
“Papa is finished.” In The Old Man and the Sea Papa was never 
in better form. It is a fine book: fine in its literary craftsmanship, 
in its knowing treatment of deep-sea fishing, and in its warm 
humanity. There is vividness and genuineness of feeling in this 
story of the old Cuban fisherman Santiago, fighting stubbornly 
and courageously to land the biggest fish in his life, only to see it 
devoured by the sharks, who leave him nothing but a naked 
white skeleton of bones. I cannot help feeling that in this there is 
a symbol, perhaps an unconscious one. The giant marlin is the 
big novel Hemingway thought he would come up with and which 
the critics tore to pieces. This personal feeling, this smart of a 
burning wound, gives The Old Man and the Sea its bitter and 
moving overtones. 

After this revenge Hemingway’s war against his time was 
won. This time the old fisherman kept his catch intact. The world 
applauded when the Nobel Prize for literature was awarded him 
in 1954. There could not have been a fairer choice. Hemingway 
has really given literature a new style, the style of our century. 
At the beginning of that year, for a few hours he was thought 
dead. While he was hunting in Africa, his plane crashed in the 
Sudan jungle near the Nile — a region of man-eating animals. 
Newspapers hastily brought obituary notices out of their morgues. 
The stories were flattering. But Papa got up a trifle bruised, 
reached the Nile, and boarded a passing boat. “My luck is still 
very good,” he told a press conference hastily summoned to his 
camp in the brush. Thus near-tragedy was miraculously trans- 
formed into world-wide publicity for the writer. 

Hemingway did not go to Stockholm to receive his Nobel Prize. 
“My wounds, you know.” The main reason, however, was that 
he was busily at work on a big novel. “It was going very well, 
you know, better than for a long time, when that prize came. 
. . . And when it goes well, if a writer stops, God Imows when 
it win come back.” But he sent to Sweden a message that was 
read by the United States Ambassador. He apologized for not 

'^See The Fifth Column and The First Forty -Nine Stories, New York: 
1938, p. vii — ^En. 
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being a public speaker. And he added: “Writing at its best is a 
lonely life. . . . How simple the writing of literature would be 
if it were only necessary to write in another way what has already 
been well written. It is because we have had such great writers in 
the past that a writer is driven far out past where he can go, out 
to where no one can help him. I have talked too long for a writer. 
A writer must write what he has to say, not speak it. I thank 
you.” 

On the day of the ceremony in Stockholm, Hemingway was 
fishing ofi Cojimar, the Cuban wllage which is the setting for 
The Old Man and the Sea, He was with Gregorio Fuentes, his 
sailor, in his black and green boat Pilar, a forty-two footer with 
two Chrysler engines. The fish were biting and the sea smiled at 
the old man. A Time magazine editor who was with him jotted 
down his remarks. Even if he could, Hemingway would not want 
to change either his fife or his writings. “It’s enough for you to do 
it once for a few men to remember you. But if you do it year 
after year, then many people remember you and they tell it to 
their children, and their children and grandchildren remember 
and, if it concerns books, they can read them. And if it’s good 
enough, it will last as long as there are human beings.” Which is 
the only prize a writer re^y wants. 

m 

“He looks like a modem,” Gertrude Stein said of him, “yet 
smells of the museums,” She meant her comment, written at a 
time when they had quarreled, to be malicious — in reality, it was 
an involuntary tribute and mark of high praise. A great writer, 
however modem, is always bound to some tradition. The self- 
taught person, who starts from scratch, rarely gets far. “There 
is no thought which is not about thinkers.” There is no style 
which disregards the stylists. Hemingway, although a proud 
writer, read much — if only to go beyond what he read. More- 
over, Gertmde Stein herself read and borrowed a great deal from 
Hemingway. I am not criticizing; I am simply stating a fact. 

Who are Hemingway’s teachers? He has said: “That’s how I 
learned to write — ^by reading the Bible.” Not only that way: but 
the Bible teaches the storyteller the art of simple narrative, the 
power of repetition, and poetry. Hemingway says that he owes 
much to Flaubert, and it is easy to see what: the sense of disci- 
pline, the search for the right word, the need for rhythm in his 
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prose. His is as different from Flaubert’s as jazz differs from 
Mozart — but all music is music. He praises Stendhal, which 
should not surprise us. But his real predecessors are Americans: 
Ambrose Bierce, Stephen Crane, and especially Mark Twain. 
Hemingway has stated: “All modern American literature comes 
from one book by Mark Twain called Huckleberry Finn. . . . 
It’s the best book we’ve had.” 

Mark Twain was the first to attempt to give beauty and form 
to the everyday language of the ordinary American. To Heming- 
way, the other great American writers of the past are “colonial” 
writers, that is, English writers who happened to have been born 
in America. He recognizes Edgar Allan Poe’s skill, “but he is 
dead.” He dislikes the rhetoric in Melville; he cannot read 
Thoreau. As for Emerson, Hawthorne, Whittier, and company, 
they were “English Colonials . . . who did not know that a new 
classic does not bear any resemblance to classics that have pre- 
ceded it.” I question this point of view. Even though a new classic 
may not imitate the older ones, it is indebted to them. Heming- 
way himself is the best proof of that. He absorbed the simplicity 
of rhythm, syntax, and vocabulary which constituted Mark 
Twain’s freshness. But he set his own stamp on these borrowings. 

As for his philosophy, I have said above that it owes much to 
that of Rudyard Kipling — either accidentally or by genuine af- 
finity. The world which, from their childhood, unfolded to both 
men, was not a Sunday-school world. Force and deceit dominated 
it. The hero can do nothing about that: the universe is as it is. 
Only man, within this world without moral laws, can set up a 
code and observe it. A code of honor and courage “which, in a 
life of tension and pain makes a man a man and distinguishes 
him from the people who follow random impulses, let down their 
hair, and are generally messy, perhaps cowardly, without in- 
violable rules for how to live holding tight.” ® 

The inviolable rules are not exactly moral rules; or at least 
they are not those of middle-class, puritan morality. A boxer, a 
gambler, or a thief can satisfy Hemingway’s code, provided that 
they live up to their contract, which is not made with society 
but with their chosen companions. “There is honor among pick- 
pockets and honor among whores. It is simply that the standards 
differ.” 

The capital sin is to yield to fear. One must not be afraid. Fear 
comes, most often, from an inability to suspend the functioning 

® In Philip Young, op. cit., p. 36. 
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of the imagination. Nervous persons are more fearful than those 
without nerves. There is no crime in that; it is merely a question 
of human nature. But the code demands that the timid soul must 
not yield to fear. On this theme Hemingway has written a mar- 
velous short story, “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber.” 
The hero is a wealthy American who has gone to Africa with his 
wife in order to hunt wild animals. Then, when he faces his first 
lion, he is seized with irresistible panic. Robert Wilson, an Eng- 
lishman and professional hunter whom he has hired as guide, has 
developed a polite contempt for Macomber. The latter’s wife, 
Margot, a beautiful woman, is ashamed of her husband. The night 
after the encounter with the lion she goes into the Englishman’s 
tent and gives herself to him because he is brave. Wilson accepts 
his good luck without any outward show of surprise; rich people 
are crazy, and it’s all part of the game. 

Mad with jealousy as the unfaithful Margot returns to their mari- 
tal tent, Macomber feels something happen inside himself. The Eng- 
lish guide’s stolidity, and the strictness of his sportsman’s code 
which says that he must not endanger the lives of the native gun- 
bearers or make the wild animals suffer, even at the risk of his 
own life, leave their mark on the American. 

Macomber says to Wilson: “You know I don’t think I’d ever 
be afraid of anything again.” 

And it is true. It is as if his mind has suddenly been cleansed. 
After aU, what can a lion do to you? Kill you. But a man can 
only die once. Wilson quotes Shakespeare: 

“ . we owe God a death and let it go which way it will he that 

dies this year is quit for the next.’ ” 

So, by a mere snap of the trigger, Macomber has become a 
brave man — and a radiantly happy one. 

“You know,” he says to his \^e, “something did happen to me. 
I feel absolutely different.” 

His wife “eyed him strangely.” A little later, when her husband 
bravely stands up to a rampaging buffalo, she fires toward the 
animal and hits Macomber at the base of his skull. He dies in- 
stantly. Was it an accident? No; Margot Macomber, accustomed 
to dominating, felt that once her husband Francis had become a 
brave man he would no longer be a compliant husband. So she 
got rid of him — coldly, with no risk to herself. 

To Hemingway, as to Kipling, woman is both an obstacle and 
a lemptation. She respects the strong man, the man of the, code, 
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but she cannot resist the need to dominate the weak man. Captain 
Gadsby, in Kipling, became both a good husband and a bad 
ofiBcer. In Hemingway's play The Fifth Column, Philip, who has 
come to Spain to fight in the International Brigade and has hero- 
ically carried out counterespionage missions, is tempted by 
Dorothy, the attractive young American blonde: 

Dorothy. Philip, let’s go away from here. I don’t have to stay 
here. . . . We could go to that place near Saint Tropez. . . . Then 
afterwards we could go to ski. 

Philip [very bitterly]. Yes, and afterwards to Egypt and make love 
happily in all the hotels, and a thousand breakfasts come up on trays 
in the thousand fine mornings of the next three years; or the ninety 
of the next three months; or however long it took you to be tired of 
me, or me of you. And all we’d do would be amuse ourselves. We’d 
stay at the Crillon, or the Ritz, and in the fall when the leaves were 
off the trees in the Bois and it was sharp and cold, we’d drive out to 
Auteuil steeplechasing, and keep warm by those big coal braziers in 
the paddock, and watch them take the water jump and see them com- 
ing over the bullfinch and the old stone wall. That’s it. And nip into 
the bar for a champagne cocktail and afterwards ride back in to 
dinner at La Rue’s and weekends go to shoot pheasants in the Sologne. 
Yes, yes, that’s it. And fly out to Nairobi and the old Mathaiga Club, 
and in the spring a little spot of salmon fishing. Yes, yes, that’s it. 
And every night in bed together. Is that it? 

Dorothy. Oh, darling, think how it would bel . . . 

Philip. You can go if you like. I’U draw you up an itinerary. 

Dorothy. But why can’t we go together? 

Philip. You can go. But I’ve been to all those places and I’ve left 
them all behind. And where I go now I go alone, or with others who 
go there for the same reason I go. 

Dorothy. And I can’t go there? 

Philip. No. 

Dorothy. And why can’t I go wherever it is? I could learn and I’m 
not afraid. 

Philip. One reason is I don’t know where it is. And another is I 
wouldn’t take you. 

Dorothy. Why not? 

Philip. Because you’re useless, really. You’re uneducated, you’re 
useless, you’re a fool and you’re lazy. 

Dorothy. Maybe the others. But I’m not useless. 

Philip. Why aren’t you useless? 

Dorothy. You know — or you ought to know. [She is crying.] 

Philip. Oh, yes. That. 

Dorothy. Is that all it means to you? 

Philip. That’s a commodity you shouldn’t pay too high a price for. 
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So love does not exist? Yet sensuality seems to be the very 
essence of Hemingway’s heroes. Physical love, yes; but one 
mustn’t pay too high a price for it. The modem warrior’s woman 
is one who gives herself generously, between two battles, and 
knows that afterward she will be forgotten. All she will remember 
of her love-making will be a hotel room, some empty bottles, tips 
to the chambermaids and elevator operators, and some shells 
whistling in the night. This is a time of pleasures indulged in on 
the run. 

For a few years this code was valid for many men and women 
— ^in all countries. It was the law of the jungle; the law of a world 
at war in which fear, courage, and, at bottom, despair, held sway. 
For a time this was the world of all of us; it remains that of a 
great many among us. And, if we do not watch out, it may well 
be the world of tomorrow. Its entire morality is based on the 
manner in which one behaves in the presence of death. In this 
constant state of alarm, there are two solutions. One is to forget. 
Hemingway’s characters, like their models in real life, drink and 
make love to numb their senses. The other and nobler solution 
is a stoicism which accepts as normal this reprieve for those who 
are doomed to die. Man walks in the midst of ruins, always 
ready for the final explosion, trying to forget his nightmares and 
searching, among the casualties, for “passionate idyls.” “Love, 
like hunting or war, or drinking, aU acts of violence and excess, 
conceals from us the presence of nada — it is a moment, an aH-too- 
brief moment.” ® 

This world is more terrible than that of Kipling, and more 
terrible than the real world of which it is only an aspect. We 
know hundreds of towns, thousands of homes, in which hard- 
working men, devoted women, and fun-loving children live in 
peace and happiness. Not all human beings need to forget. Ob- 
session with death is a real psychosis — only too real — and yet 
most human beings do not suffer from it. They too deserve to 
be described. But after two hellish interludes of war, and m the 
face of even greater potential suffering, Hemingway’s anguish is 
legitimate. This heU is the one we have dwelt in, and in which our 
children may dwell tomorrow. By contrast with it, the anguish 
of a Proust seems mild. 

This world is saved by form. To escape “the senselessness of 
a world without values,” there is a finer way out than drunkenness 

•John Brown: Panorama de la Uttirature contemporaine aux Etats-Unis, 
Paris: Gallunard, 1954, p. 129. 
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or sensual satisfaction. It is creation. Here Hemingway rejoins 
Proust. The latter sought to surround the simplest things with 
“rings of a beautiful style.” Hemingway relies less on images. 
His style is objective and bare. He describes the worst horrors 
with classic sobriety. This restraint in describing the monstrous 
is precisely what style is. As the sportsman makes his gestures of 
force with grace, so Hemingway — seeking to paint “the darkness 
at noon” whiich in his eyes the universe appears to be — has found 
a style as clean and hard, in the words of Ford Madox Ford, “as 
pebbles fresh from a brook.” 

Above all, to understand the xmiverse Hemingway resorts to 
vast symbols rather than metaphors — such as the symbol of the 
old man Santiago and his fish. A world is not whoUy without 
values when it recognizes esthetic values. The writer, like the 
hunter and the soldier, respects his code; and, by his word magic, 
succeeds not in recapturing Time — ^which to Hemingway would 
mean recapturing horror — ^but in killing it. It may well be that 
the word of the universe is nothingness; but in this noth- 

ingness, the writer’s code and craft dimly outline the shadows of 
something. 

Andre Maurois 

Translated from the French by Joseph M, Bernstein 
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Emergence of Ernest Hemingway 

On October 21, 1923, the following note appeared in 
Burton Rascoe’s A Bookman’s Daybook, a feature of fee Sunday 
edition of the New York Tribune, of which Rascoe was at that 
time literary editor: 

Called upon Mary and Edmund Wilson late in the afternoon, and 
Wilson called my attention to some amusing stuff by Ernest Hemingway 
in the new issue of the Little Review.^ [Lewis] Galantiere sent me a 
copy of Hemingway’s Three Stories and Ten Poems, which was pub- 
lished in Paris, and said that I would find it interesting, but I have not 
yet got around to reading it. Wilson was ill with a cold and com- 
plained that the difficulty wife New York is feat it is hard to keep 
feeling well here, that it ties one up nervously and residents of Man- 
hattan are always having colds. 

I presently had the following letter from Hemingway, who was 
then working on a newspaper in Canada: 

November 11, 1923 

Dear Mr. Wilson: 

In Burton Rascoe’s Social and Literary Notes I saw you had drawn 
his attention to some writing of mine in the Little Review. 

I am sending you Three Stories and Ten Poems. As far as I know it 
has not yet been reviewed in the States. Gertrude Stein writes me she 
has done a review but I don’t know whether she has gotten it pub- 
lished yet. 

You don’t know anything in Canada. 

I would like to send out some for review but do not know whether 
to put a dedication, as compulsory in France, or what. Being an un- 
known name and the books unimposing they would probably be re- 
ceived as by Mr. Rascoe, who has not yet had time, after three months, 
to read the copy Galantiere sent him. (He could read it aU in an hour 
and a half.) 

^ These contributions were in our time, comprising six of the little 
vignettes that afterward appeared in the two books of that title, and a 
satirical prose poem called They Made Peace — What Is Peace? 
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The Contact Publishing Co. is McAlmon. It has published Wm. 
Carlos V/illiams, Mina Loy, Marsden Hartley and McAlmon. 

I hope you like the book. If you are interested could you send me 
the names of four or five people to send it to to get it reviewed? It would 
be terribly good of you. This address will be good until January when 
we go back to Paris. 

Thanking you very much whether you have the time to do it or not. 

Yours sincerely, 
Ernest Hemingway 

1599 Bathurst Street 
Toronto, Canada 

I acknowledged the book when I got it, mentioning that I might 
do a note on it in the Dial, and had from him the following reply: 

November 25 
1599 Bathurst Street 
Toronto 

Dear Mr. Wilson: 

Thank you ever so much for the letter. It was awfuUy good of you. 

The book is a silly size. McAlmon wanted to get out a series of 
small books with Mina Loy, W, C. WiUiams, etc., and wanted me in it. 
I gave him the stories and poems. I am glad to have it out and once it 
is published it is back of you. 

I am very glad you liked some of it. As far as I can think at the 
minute yours is the only critical opinion in the States I have any 
respect for. Mary Colum is sometimes sound. Rascoe was intelligent 
about Eliot. There are probably good ones that I don’t know. 

No I don’t think “My Old Man” derives from Anderson. It is about 
a boy and his father and race horses. Sherwood has written about boys 
and horses. But very differently. It derives from boys and horses. 
Anderson derives from boys and horses. I don’t think they’re anything 
alike. I know I wasn’t inspired by him. 

I know him pretty well but have not seen him for several years. His 
work seems to have gone to hell, perhaps from people in New York 
telling him too much how good he was. Functions of criticism. I am 
very fond of him. He has written good stories. 

Would it perhaps be better to postpone the “Briefer Mentions” in 
the Dial until In Our Time comes out sometime next month and I will 
send it to you? You can get from it what I am trying to get at and the 
two of them together could make one review. 

I am awfully glad you liked the In Our Time stuff in the Little Re- 
view and it is where I think I have gotten hold of it. 

There is no use trying to explain it without the book. 

It is very sporting of you to offer to help me get a book before the 
publishers. I don’t know any of them. 
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Edward O’Brien wrote me the other day asking formal permission to 
reprint “My Old Man” in his Best Short Stories of 1923 and asking if 
he could dedicate the book to me. As the book isn’t out that is con- 
fidential. He prints bum ones and good ones. He asked me if I had 
enough stories for a Boni and Liveright book. I don’t know whether 
that means he could get them to publish it. I will write and ask you 
about it when the time comes if you don’t mind. 

E. E. Cummings’ Enormous Room was the best book published last 
year that I read. Somebody told me it was a fiop. Then look at One of 
Ours. Prize, big sale, people taking it seriously. You were in the war 
weren’t you? Wasn’t that last scene in the lines wonderful? Do you 
know where it came from? The battle scene in Birth of a Nation. I 
identified episode after episode, Catherized. Poor woman she had to 
get her war experience somewhere. 

The thing in the L.R. was a joke.^ I wrote it in the wagon-restaurant 
going back to Lausanne, had been at a very fine lunch at Gertrude 
Stein’s and talked there all afternoon and read a lot of her new stuff 
and then drank a big bottle of Beaune myself in the dining car. Facing 
opening the wire again in the morning I tried to analyze the conference. 

Her method is invaluable for analyzing anything or making notes on 
a person or a place. She has a wonderful head. I would like to write a 
review of an old book of hers sometime. She is where Mencken and 
Mary Colum fall down and skin their noses. 

Please excuse this very long letter and thanks again ever so much 
for your letter and the good advice. I would Hke to see you very much 
when we go through N.Y. 

Very sincerely, 

Ernest Hemingway, 

He looked me up on his next visit to New York and sent me 
the first In Our Time (lower-cased in our time), which was pub- 
lished in the spring of 1924 in an edition of a hundred and seventy 
copies by the Three Mountains Press in Paris. This contained 
only eleven of the fifteen stories that appeared in the Boni and 
Liveright edition of 1925. 

I wrote a review of in our time and Three Stories and Ten 
Poems, which appeared in the Dial of October, 1924. Though it 
is not of much interest in itself, I am proud of it because it is, so 
far as I know, the first criticism of Hemingway that appeared in 
print. ^ (It is not, however, listed by Louis Henry Cohn in his 
Bibliography of the Works of Ernest Hemingway. The first article 

^ They Made Peace — What Is Peace? 

®I have learned, since the above was written, that my review of in our 
time was not the &st. An earlier review, signed M.R., had appeared in the 
April, 1924, issue of the transatlantic review, published in Paris by Ford 
Madox Ford. 
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noted by him is of November, 1925: a review by Burton Rascoe 
of the expanded In Our Time,) 

Mr, Hemingway’s Dry-Points 

Three Stories and Ten Poems. Bv Ernest Hemingway. 12mo. 58 
pages. Contact Publishing Company. Paris. $1.50. 

In Our Time. By Ernest Hemingway. 12mo. 30 pages. The Three 
Mountains Press. Paris. $2. 

Mr. Hemingway’s poems are not particularly important, but his 
prose is of the first distinction. He must be counted as the only Ameri- 
can writer but one — Mr. Sherwood Anderson — who has felt the genius 
of Gertrude Stein’s Three Lives and has evidently been influenced by 
it. Indeed, Miss Stein, Mr. Anderson, and Mr. Hemingway may now 
be said to form a school by themselves. The characteristic of this school 
is a naivete of language, often passing into the colloquialism of the 
character dealt with, which serves actually to convey profound emo- 
tions and complex states of mind. It is a distinctively American de- 
velopment in prose — as opposed to more or less successful American 
achievements in the traditional style of English prose — which has ar- 
tistically justified itself at its best as a limpid shaft into deep waters. 

Not, however, that Mr. Hemingway is imitative. On the contrary, 
he is rather strikingly original, and in the dry compressed little vignettes 
of In Our Timet has almost invented a form of his own: 

‘They shot the six cabinet ministers at half-past six in the morning 
against the wall of a hospital. There were pools of water in the court- 
yard. There were dead leaves on the paving of the courtyard. It rained 
hard. All the shutters of the hospital were nailed shut. One of the 
ministers was sick with t 3 rphoid. Two soldiers carried him downstairs 
and out into the rain. They tried to hold him up against the wall but he 
sat down in a puddle of water. The other five stood very quietly 
against the wall. Finally the officer told the soldiers it was no good 
trying to make him stand up. When they fired the first volley he was 
sitting down in the water with his head on his knees.” 

Mr. Hemingway is remarkably successful in suggesting moral values 
by a series of simple statements of this sort. His more important book 
is called In Our Time, and, behind its cool objective manner, it con- 
stitutes a harrowing record of the barbarities of the period in which 
we live: you have not only political executions, but hangings of 
criminals, bullfights, assassinations by the police, and the cruelties and 
horrors of the war. Mr. Hemingway is unperturbed as he tells us about 
these things: he is not a propagandist even for humanity. His bullfight 
sketches have the dry sharpness and elegance of the bullfight litho- 
^aphs of Goya. And, like Goya, he is concerned first of ail with mak- 
ing a fine picture. Too proud an artist to simplify in the interests of 



WILSON: EMERGENCE OF HEMINGWAY 


59 


conventional pretenses, he is showing you what life is like. And I am 
inclined to think that his little book has more artistic dignity than 
anything else about the period of the war that has as yet been written 
by an American. 

Not perhaps the most vivid book, but the soundest. Mr. Hemingway, 
who can make you feel the poignancy of the Italian soldier deciding 
in his death agony that he will “make a separate peace,” has no anti- 
militarist parti pris which will lead him to suppress from his record 
the exhilaration of the men who had “jammed an absolutely perfect 
barricade across the bridge” and who were “frightfully put out when 
we heard the flank had gone, and we had to fall back.” It is only in 
the paleness, the thinness, of some of his effects that Mr. Hemingw^ay 
sometimes fails. I am thinking especially of the story called “Up in 
Michigan,” which should have been a masterpiece, but has the curious 
defect of dealing with rude and primitive people yet leaving them 
rather shadowy. 

In Our Time has a pretty and very amusing cover designed from 
scrambled newspaper clippings. The only objection I have to its ap- 
pearance is that the titles are printed throughout without capitals — 
thus: “in our time by ernest hemingway — pans.” This device, which 
had a certain effectiveness when the modernists used it first to call at- 
tention to the newness of what they were offering, is now becoming a 
bore. The American advertisers have taken it over as one of their stock 
tricks. And it is so unsightly in itself that one does not like to see it 
become — as in the case of Mr. Hemingway’s book and Mr. Hueffer’s^ 
trans-atlantic review — a kind of badge for all that is freshest and most 
interesting in contemporary writing. 

October, 1924 

In connection with this review, Hemingway wrote me the fol- 
lowing letter: 


113 Rue Notre Dame des Champs 
Paris Vn 
October 18, 1924 

Dear Wilson: 

Thank you so much for writing the review in the October Dial. I 
liked it very much. You are very right about the lack of capital letters 
— ^which seemed very silly and Reeled to me — ^but Bird had put them 
in and as he was printing the In Our Time himself and that was all the 
fun he was getting out of it I thought he could go ahead and be a damn 
fool in his own way if it pleased him. So long as he did not fool with 
the text. 

Fm awfully glad you liked it. 

How are you anyway? and did you ever get Chaplin for your ballet? 

*Ford Madox Ford, who changed his family name from Hueffer. 
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We have lived very quietly, working hard, except for a trip to Spain, 
Pamplona, where we had a fine time and I learned a lot about bull- 
fighting, the inside-the-ring scene. We had a lot of minor adventures. 

I’ve worked like hell most of the time and think the stuff gets better. 
Finished the book of 14 stories with a chapter of In Our Time between 
each story — that is the way they were meant to go — to give the pic- 
ture of the whole between examining it in detail. Like looking with 
your eyes at something, say a passing coastline, and then looking at it 
with 15X binoculars. Or rather, maybe, looking at it and then going in 
and living in it — and then coming out and looking at it again. 

I sent the book to Don Stewart^ at the Yale Club about three weeks 
ago. When he was here he offered to try and sell it for me. I think you 
would like it, it has a pretty good unity. In some of the stories since the 
In Our Time I’ve gotten across both the people and the scene. It 
makes you feel good when you can do it. It feels now as though I had 
gotten on top of it. 

Will you get over here this winter do you think? We will probably be 
in Paris all winter. Not enough money to get out. The baby is very 
well and husky. Hadley is working on the piano. 

She sends her best regards to you and Mrs. Wilson. 

Hope everything is going well with you and that you have a good 
winter. I would like to hear from you and I did appreciate the review. 
It was cool and clear minded and decent and impersonal and sympa- 
thetic. Christ how I hate this terrible personal stuff. Do you remember 
my writing from Toronto wanting some reviews and publicity? and 
then got some and it turned me sick. 

I think there’s nothing more discouraging than unintelligent appre- 
ciation. Not really discouraging; but just driving something back inside 
of you. Some bright guy said In Our Time was a series of thumbnail 
sketches showing a great deal of talent but obviously under the in- 
fluence of Ring Lardner, Yeah! That kind of stuff is fine. It doesn’t 
bother. But these wordy, sentimental bastards. You are the only man 
writing criticism who or whom I can read when the book being criti- 
cized is one I’ve read or know something about. I can read almost 
anybody when they write on things I don’t know about. Intelligence is 
so damn rare and the people who have it often have such a bad time 
with it that they get bitter or propagandistic and then it’s not much 
use. 

With best wishes to you and to your wife. 

Very sincerely, 

Ernest Hemingway. 

Is this What Price Glory? really a good play? I don’t mean a good 
play — it sounds fine over here. 

Edmund Wilson 

® Donald Ogden Stewart 
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Hemingway and His Critics 

Between The Fifth Column, the play which makes the 
occasion for this large volume/ and The First Forty-Nine Stories, 
v/hich make its bulk and its virtue, there is a difference of essence. 
iFor the play is the work of Hemingway the ‘‘man” and the stories 
/are by Hemingway the “artist.” This is a distinction which seldom 
enough means anything in criticism, but now and then an author 
gives us, as Hemingway gives us, writing of two such different 
kinds that there is a certain amoxmt of validity and at any rate 
a convenience in making it. Once made, the distinction can better 
be elaborated than defined or defended. Hemingway the “artist” 
is conscious, Hemingway the “man” is self-conscious; the “artist” 
has a kind of innocence, the “man” a kind of naivety; the “artist” 
is disinterested, the “man” has a dull personal ax to grind; the 
“artist” has a perfect medium and tells the truth even if it be only 
his truth, but the “man” fumbles at communication and falsifies. 
As Edmund Wilson said in his “Letter to the Russians about 
Hemingway,” which is the best estimate of our author that I 
know, 

. . . something frightful seems to happen to Hemingway as soon as he 
begins to write in the first person. In his fiction, the conflicting elements 
of his personality, the emotional situations which obsess him, are ex- 
ternalized and objectified; and the result is an art which is severe, in- 
tense, and deeply serious. But as soon as he talks in his own person, 
he seems to lose all his capacity for self-criticism and is likely to be- 
come fatuous or maudlin. 

Mr. Wilson had in mind such specifically autobiographical and 
polemical works as Green Hills of Africa (and obviously he was 
not referring to the technical use of the first person in fictional 
narrative) but since the writing of the “Letter” in 1935, we may 
observe of Hemingway that the “man” has encroached upon the 

^ The Fifth Column and The First Forty-Nine Stories. By Ernest Heming- 
way. New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons, 1938. $2.75, 
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“artist” in his fiction. In To Have and Have Not and now in The 
Fifth Column the “first person” dominates and is the source of the 
failure of both works. 

Of course it might be perfectly just to set down these failures 
simply to a lapse of Hemingway’s talent. But there is, I think, 
something else to be said. For as one compares the high virtues 
of Hemingway’s stories with the weakness of his latest novel and 
his first play, although one is perfectly aware of all that must be 
charged against the author himself, what forces itself into con- 
sideration is the cultural atmosphere which has helped to bring 
about the recent falling off. In so far as we can ever blame a criti- 
cal tradition for a writer’s failures, we must, I believe, blame 
American criticism for the illegitimate emergence of Hemingway 
the “man” and the resultant inferiority of his two recent major 
works. 

It is certainly true that criticism of one kind or another has 
played an unusually important part in Hemingway’s career. Per- 
haps no American talent has so publicly developed as Heming- 
way’s: more than any writer of our time he has been under glass, 
watched, checked up on, predicted, suspected, warned. One part 
of his audience took from him new styles of writing, of love- 
making, of very being; this was the simpler part, but its infatuate 
imitation was of course a kind of criticism. But another section 
of his audience responded negatively, pointing out that the tex- 
ture of Hemingway’s work was made up of cruelty, religion, anti- 
intellectualism, even of basic fascism, and looked upon him as 
the active proponent of evil. Neither part of such an audience 
could fail to make its impression upon a writer. The knowledge 
that he had set a fashion and become a legend may have been 
gratifying but surely also burdensome and depressing, and it must 
have offered no small temptation. Yet perhaps more difficult for 
Hemingway to support with equanimity, and, from our point of 
view, much more important, was the constant accusation that he 
had attacked good human values. For upon Hemingway were 
turned all the fine social feelings of the now passing decade, all 
the noble sentiments, aU the desperate optimism, all the extreme 
rationalism, all the contempt of irony and indirection — all the 
attitudes which, in the full tide of the liberal-radical movement, 
became dominant in our thought about literature. There was de- 
manded of him earnestness and pity, social consciousness, as it 
was called, something “positive” and “constructive” and literal. 
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For is not life a simple thing and is not the writer a villain or a 
counterrevolutionary who does not see it so? 

As if under the pressure of this critical tradition, which persisted 
in mistaking the ‘"artist” for the “man,” Hemingv^ay seems to 
have undertaken to vindicate the “man” by showing that he, too, 
could muster the required “social” feelings in the required social 
way. At any rate, he now brought the “man” with all his contra- 
dictions and conflicts into his fiction. But “his ideas about life” — 
I quote Edmund Wilson again — 

or rather his sense of what happens and the way it happens, is in his 
stories sunk deep below the surface and is not conveyed by argument 
or preaching but by directly transmitted emotion: it is turned into 
something as hard as crystal and as disturbing as a great lyric. When 
he expounds this sense of life, however, in his own character of Ernest 
Hemingway, the Old Master of Key West, he has a way of sounding 
silly. 

If, however, the failures of Hemingway “in his own character” 
were apparent to the practitioners of this critical tradition, they 
did not want Hemingway’s virtues — the something “hard” and 
“disturbing.” Indeed, they were in a critical tradition that did not 
want artists at all; it wanted “men,” recruits, and its apologists 
were delighted to enlist Hemingway in his own character, with all 
his confusions and naivety, simply because Hemingway had now 
declared himself on the right side. 

And so when To Have and Have Not appeared, one critic of 
the Left, grappling with the patent fact that the “artist” had 
failed, yet determined to defend the “man” who was his new 
ally, had no recourse save to explain that in this case failure was 
triumph because artistic fumbling was the mark of Hemingway’s 
attempt to come to grips with the problems of modem life which 
were as yet too great for his art to encompass. Similarly, an- 
other critic of the Left, faced with the esthetic inferiority of 
Hemingway’s first play, takes refuge in praising the personal vindi- 
cation which the “man” has made by “taking sides against 
fascism.” In other words, the “man” has been a sad case and 
long in need of regeneration; the looseness of thought and emo- 
tion, the easy and uninteresting idealism of the social feelings to 
which Hemingway now gives such sudden and literal expression, are 
seen as the grateful signs of a personal reformation. 

But the disinterested reader does not have to look very deep 
to see that Hemingway’s social feelings, whatever they may yet 
become, are now the occasion for indulgence in the “man.” His 
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two recent failures are failures not only in form but in feeling; one 
looks 2Lt To Have and Have Not and The Fifth Column, one looks 
at their brag, and their disconcerting forcing of the emotions, at 
their downright priggishness, and then one looks at the criticism 
which, as I conceive it, made these failures possible by demand- 
ing them and which now accepts them so gladly, and one is 
tempted to reverse the whole liberal-radical assumption about 
literature. One almost wishes to say to an author like Hemingway, 
“You have no duty, no responsibility. Literature, in a political 
sense, is not in the least important. Wherever the sword is drawn 
it is mightier than the pen. Whatever you can do as a man, you 
can win no wars as an artist.” 

Very obviously this would not be the whole truth, yet saying it 
might counteract the crude and literal theory of art to which, in 
varying measure, we have all been training ourselves for a decade. 
We have conceived the artist to be a man perpetually on the spot, 
who must always report to us his precise moral and political 
latitude and longitude. Not that for a moment we would consider 
shaping our own political ideas by his; but we who of course turn 
for political guidance to newspapers, theorists, or historians, create 
the fiction that thousands — not, to be sure, ourselves — are wait- 
ing on the influence of the creative artist, and we stand by to see 
if he is leading us as he properly should. We consider then that 
we have exalted the importance of art, and perhaps we have. But 
in doing so we have quite forgotten how complex and subtle art 
is and, if it is to be “used,” how very diflacult it is to use it. 

One feels that Hemingway would never have thrown himself 
into Ms new and inferior work if the necessity had not been put 
upon him to justify himseh before tMs magisterial conception of 
literature. Devoted to Hteralness, the critical tradition of the Left 
took Hemingway’s symbols for his intention, saw in Ms stories 
only cruelty or violence or a calculated indifference, and turned 
upon him a barrage of Mgh-mindedness — that liberal-radical Mgh- 
mindedness that is increasingly taking the place of thought among 
the “progressive profession^ and middle-class forces” and that 
now, under the name of “good will,” shuts out half the world. 
Had it seen what was actually in Hemingway’s work, it would 
not have forced Mm out of Ms idiom of the artist and into the 
idiom of the man which he speaks with difficulty and without 
truth. 

For what should have been always obvious is that Hemingway 
is a writer who, when he writes as an “artist,” is passionately and 
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aggressively concerned with truth and even with social truth. And 
with this in mind, one might begin the consideration of his virtues 
with a glance at Woodrow Wilson. Hemingway has said that aU 
genuine American writing comes from the prose of Huckleberry 
Finn’s voyage down the Mississippi, and certainly bis own starts 
there. But Huck’s prose is a sort of moral symbol. It is the antith- 
esis to the Widow Douglas — ^to the pious, the respectable, the 
morally plausible. It is the prose of the free man seeing the world 
as it really is. And Woodrow Wilson was, we might say, Heming- 
way’s Widow Douglas. To the sensitive men who went to war it 
was not, perhaps, death and destruction that made the disorganiz- 
ing shock. It was perhaps rather that death and destruction went 
on at the instance and to the accompaniment of the fine grave 
words, of which Woodrow Wilson’s speeches were the finest and 
gravest. Here was the issue of liberal theory; here in the bloated 
or piecemeal corpse was the outcome of the words of humani- 
tarianism and ideals; this was the work of presumably careful 
men of good will, learned men, polite men. The world was a 
newspaper world, a state-paper world, a memorial-speech world. 
Words were trundled smoothly o’er the tongue — Coleridge had 
said it long ago — 

Like mere abstractions, empty sounds io which 
We join no feeling and attach no form 
As if the soldier died without a wound . . . 

Passed off to Heaven, translated and not killed. 

Everyone in that time had feelings, as they called them; just as 
everyone has “feelings” now. And it seems to me that what Hem- 
ingway wanted first to do was to get rid of the “feelings,” the 
comfortable liberal humanitarian feelings: and to replace them 
with the truth. 

Not cynicism, I think, not despair, as so often is said, but this 
admirable desire shaped his famous style and his notorious set of 
admirations and contempts. The trick of understatement or tan- 
gential statement sprang from this desire. Men had made so many 
utterances in such fine language that it had become time to shut 
up. Hemingway’s people, as everyone knows, are afraid of words 
and ashamed of them and the line from his stories which has be- 
come famous is the one that begins “Won’t you please,” goes on 
through its innumerable “pleases,” and ends, “stop talking.” Not 
only slain men but slain words made up the mort^ty of the war. 

Another manifestation of the same desire in Hemingway was> 
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his devotion to the ideal of technique as an end in itself. A great 
deal can go down in the tumble but one of the things that stands 
best is a cleanly done job. As John Peale Bishop says in his 
admirable essay on Hemingway (which yet, I feel, contributes to 
the general misapprehension by asserting the evanescence of 
Hemingway’s “compassion”), professional pride is one of the last 
things to go. Hemingway became a devotee of his own skill and 
he exploited the ideal of skill in his characters. His admired men 
always do a good job; and the proper handling of a rod, a gun, 
an espada, or a pen is a thing, so Hemingway seems always to be 
saying, which can be understood when speech cannot. 

This does not mean that Hemingway attacks mind itself, a 
charge which has often been brought against him. It is perhaps 
safe to say that whenever he seems to be making such an attack, 
it is not so much reason as it is rationalization that he resists; 
“mind” appears simply as the complex of false feelings. And 
against “mind” in this sense he sets up what he believes to be 
the primal emotions, among others pain and death, met not with 
the mind but with techniques and courage. “Mind” he sees as a 
kind of castrating knife, cutting off people’s courage and proper 
self-love, making them “reasonable,” which is to say dull and 
false. There is no need to point out how erroneous his view 
would have been were it really mind that was in question, but in 
the long romantic tradition of the attitude it never really is mind 
that is in question but rather a dull overlay of mechanical nega- 
tive proper feeling, or a falseness of feeling which people believe 
to be reasonableness and reasonable virtue. And when we think 
how quickly “mind” capitulates in a crisis, how quickly, for ex- 
ample, it accommodated itself to the war and served it and glori- 
fied it, revulsion from it and a turning to the life of action — re- 
duced, to be sure, to athleticism: but skillful physical effort is 
perhaps something intellectuals too quickly dismiss as a form of 
activity — can be the better understood. We can understand too 
the insistence on courage, even on courage deliberately observed 
in its purity: that is, when it is at the service of the most sordid 
desires, as in “Fifty Grand.” 

This, then, was Hemingway’s vision of the world. Was it a 
complete vision? Of course it was not. Was it a useful vision? That 
depended. If it was true, it was useful — if we knew how to use 
it. But the use of literature is not easy. In our hearts most of us 
are Platonists in the matter of art and we feel that we become 
directly infected by what we read; or at any rate we want to be 
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Platonists, and we carry on a certain conviction from our Tom 
Swift days that literature provides chiefly a means of identification 
and emulation. The Platonist view is not wholly to be dismissed; 
we in a degree become directly infected by art; but the posi- 
tion is too simple. And we are further Platonistic in our feeling 
that literature must be religious; we want our attitudes formulated 
by the tribal bard. This, of course, gives to literature a very im- 
portant function. But it forgets that literature has never “solved” 
anything, though it may perhaps provide part of the data for 
eventual solutions. 

With this attitude we asked, Can Hemingway’s people speak 
only with difficulty? and we answered. Then it surely means that 
he thinks people should not speak. Does he find in courage the 
first of virtues? Then it surely means that we should be nothing 
but courageous. Is he concerned with the idea of death and of 
violence? Then it must mean that to him these are good things. 

In short, we looked for an emotional leader. We did not con- 
ceive Hemingway to be saying, Come, let us look at the world 
together. We supposed him to be saying, Come, it is your moral 
duty to be as my characters are. We took the easiest and simplest 
way of using the artist and decided that he was not the “man” for 
us. That he was a man and a Prophet we were certain; and 
equally certain that he was not the “man” we would want to be 
or the Prophet who could lead us. That, as artist, he was not 
concerned with being a “man” did not occur to us. We had, in 
other words, quite overlooked the whole process of art, over- 
looked style and tone, symbol and implication, overlooked the 
obliqueness and complication with which the artist may criticize 
life, and assumed that what Hemingway saw or what he put into 
his stories he wanted to have exist in the actual world. 

In short, the criticism of Hemingway came down to a kind of 
moral-political lecture, based on the assumption that art is — or 
should be — the exact equivalent of life. The writer would have 
to be strong indeed who could remain unmoved by the moral 
pressure that was exerted upon Hemingway. He put away the 
significant reticences of the artist, opened his heart like “a man,” 
and the flat literalness, the fine, fruity social idealism, of the latest 
novel and the play are the result. 

The Fifth Column is difficult to speak of. Summary is always 
likely to be a critical treachery, but after consulting the sum- 
maries of those who admire the work and regard it as a notable 
event, it seems fair to say that it is the story of a tender-tough 
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American hero with the horrors, who does counterespionage in 
Madrid, though everybody thinks he is just a playboy, who fears 
that he will no longer do his work well if he continues his liaison 
with an American girl chiefly remarkable for her legs and her 
obtuseness; and so sacrifices love and bourgeois pleasure for the 
sake of duty. Hemingway as a playwright gives up his tools of 
suggestion and tone and tells a literal story — an adventure story 
of the Spanish war, at best the story of the regeneration of an 
American Scarlet Pimpernel of not very good intelligence. 

It is this work which has been received with the greatest satis- 
faction by a large and important cultural group as the fulfillment 
and vindication of Hemingway’s career, as a fine document of the 
Spanish struggle, and as a political event of significance, “a sign of 
the times,” as one reviewer called it. To me it seems none of 
these things. It does not vindicate Hemingway’s career because 
that career in its essential parts needs no vindication; and it does 
not fulfill Hemingway’s career because that career has been in 
the service of exact if limited emotional truth and this play is in 
the service of fine feelings. Nor can I believe that the Spanish war 
is represented in any good sense by a play whose symbols are so 
sentimentally personal^ and whose dramatic tension is so weak; 
and it seems to me that there is something even vulgar in making 
Spain serve as a kind of mental hospiti for disorganized for- 
eigners who, out of a kind of self-contempt, turn to the “ideal of 
the Spanish people.” Nor, finally, can I think that Hemingway’s 
statement of an antifascist position is of great political importance 
or of more than neutral virtue. It is hard to believe that the 
declaration of antifascism is nowadays any more a mark of suf- 
ficient grace in a writer than a declaration against disease would 
be in a physician or a declaration against accidents would be in 
a locomotive engineer. The admirable intention in itself is not 

® In fairness to Hemingway the disclaimer of an important intention which 
he makes in his Preface should be cited. Some people, he says, have objected 
that his play does not present “the nobility and dignity of the cause of the 
Spanish people. It does not attempt to. It take many plays and novels to 
do that, and the best ones will be written after the war is over.” And he 
goes on: “This is only a play about counterespionage in Madrid. It has the 
defects of having been written in wartime, and if it has a moral it is that 
people who work for certain organizations have very little time for home 
life,” I do not think that this exempts the play from severe judgment by 
those who dislike it, just as I think that those who admire it have a right to 
see in it, as they do, a “sign of the times,” 
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enough and criticism begins and does not end when the intention 
is declared. 

But I believe that judgments so simple as these will be accepted 
with more and more dfficulty. The “progressive professional and 
middle-class forces” are framing a new culture, based on the old 
liberal-radical culture but designed now to hide the new anomaly 
by which they live their intellectual and emotional lives. For they 
must believe, it seems, that imperialist arms advance proletarian 
revolution, that oppression by the right people brings liberty. Like 
Hemingway’s latest hero, they show one front to the world and 
another to themselves, know that within they are true proletarian 
men while they wrap themselves in Early American togas; they 
are enthralled by their own good will; they are people of fine feel- 
ings and they dare not think lest the therapeutic charm vanish. 
Tins is not a political essay and I am not here concerned with 
the pohtical consequences of these things, bad though they be 
and worse though they will be, but only with the cultural con- 
sequences. For to prevent the anomaly from appearing in its 
genuine difficulty, emotion — of a very limited kind — has been 
apotheosized and thought has been made almost a kind of treach- 
ery; the reviewer ot The Fifth Column to whom I have already 
referred cites as a virtue Hemingway’s “unintellectual” partisan- 
ship of the Spanish cause. The piety of “good will” has become 
enough and Fascism is conceived not as a force which compli- 
cates the world but as a force which simplifies the world — and 
so it does for any number of people of good will (of a good will 
not to be doubted, I should say) for whom the existence of an 
absolute theological evil makes nonexistent any other evil. 

It is this group that has made Hemingway its cultural hero 
and for reasons that need not be canvassed very far. Now that 
Hemingway has become what this group would call “affirmative” 
he has become insufficient; but insufficiency is the very thing this 
group desires. When Hemingway was in “negation” his themes of 
courage, loyalty, tenderness, and silence, tangentially used, sug- 
gested much; but now that they are used literally and directly they 
say far less than the situation demands. His stories showed a 
great effort of comprehension and they demand a considerable 
effort from their readers, that effort in which lies whatever teach- 
ing powers there is in art; but now he is not making an effort to 
understand but to accept, which may indeed be the effort of the 
honest political man but not of the honest artist* 
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An attempt has been made to settle the problem of the artist’s 
relation to politics by loudly making the requirement that he give 
up his base individuality and rescue humanity and his own soul 
by becoming the mouthpiece of a party, a movement, or a philoso- 
phy. That requirement has demonstrably failed as a solution of 
the problem; the problem, however, still remains. It may be, of 
course, that politics itself will settle the problem for us; it may be 
that in our tragic time art worthy the name cannot be pro- 
duced and that we must live with the banalities of The Fifth 
Column or even with less. However, if the problem will be al- 
lowed to exist at all, it will not be solved in theory and on paper 
but in practice. And we have, after ail, the practice of the past 
to guide us, at least with a few tentative notions. We can learn 
to stop pressing the writer with the demand for contemporaneity 
when we remember the simple fact that writers have always 
written directly to and about the troubles of their own time and 
for and about their contemporaries, some in ways to us more 
obvious than others but all responding inevitably to what was 
happening around them. We can learn too that the relation of an 
artist to his culture, whether that culture be national or the cul- 
ture of a relatively small recusant group, is a complex and even a 
contradictory relation: the artist must accept his culture and be 
accepted by it, but also — so it seems — ^he must be its critic, cor- 
recting and even rejecting it according to his personal insight; his 
stren^ seems to come from the tension of this ambivalent situa- 
tion and we must learn to welcome the ambivalence. Finally, and 
simplest of all, we learn not to expect a political, certainly not an 
immediately political, effect from a work of art; and in removing 
from art a burden of messianic responsibility which it never has 
discharged and caimot discharge we may leave it free to do 
whatever it actually can do. 


Lionel Trilling 
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Hemingway’s Short Stories 


In Winesburgy Ohio, Sherwood Anderson saw his char- 
acters thoughtfully, with bemused detachment, with a certain 
melancholy heaviness behind which glowed a constant kindliness 
of heart. Undetained and unguided by him, these people moved 
past the office windows of the young reporter, up and down the 
hard Chicago streets, through lives that led “out of nowhere into 
nothing.” Anderson set down what he saw and felt about them, 
with a kind of tender bewilderment, as if he were really as troubled 
by their negation and stupidity and colorless frustration as they 
were, in a style handled with apparent casualness, offhand, so that 
its charm arose from what seemed to be a studied stylelessness. 

Both the rewards and the dangers of this method are obvious. 
By a public instructed largely in a literature where characters 
were stereotyped as good or bad, and the physical processes of life, 
and especially love, were rendered by means of a patent formula, 
Anderson was of course branded as immoral. This was natural, 
and is now irrelevant. The real danger of Anderson’s method 
was that it lay wide open to parody, which Anderson himself 
accomplished to some extent in Dark Laughter, unintentionally, 
of course, and which Hemingway completed in Torrents of Spring. 
This too, I think, does not matter. In Anderson there is a weak- 
ness arising from a certain lack of self-censorship. He lacks the 
austerity that would prevent him from reveling in the luxury of 
an emotion. But it does not and cannot detract from the inspira- 
tional force of Anderson’s example to the short story of his day. 
Winesburg, Ohio, is the first directional signpost of the con- 
temporary American short story, directing the writer to turn in- 
ward to the job of establishing, out of indigenous American ma- 
terial, a new American tradition. 

The ultimate effect of Anderson’s pioneering example was a 
release of energy that was to have, during the next fifteen or 
twenty years, immense creative results. The immediate effect was 
its influence on Ernest Hemingway: for if Anderson stopped 
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creating stories by the old facile methods of stereotyping, Heming- 
way broke up every known type face with which the American 
short story had ever been set, and cut for it a more austere, 
revolutionary, and yet more classic design than it had ever known. 
In doing so Hemingway brought down a hammer on all writing 
done to a fancy design; he stripped of its impossible periodic 
splendor that style of writing which reaches its limits in the in- 
tricacies of Henry James; he sheared away the literary woolliness 
of English as no one had ever done before. 

Like Anderson, Hemingway began publishing obscurely, dur- 
ing the private-press vogue of the early twenties, and some of his 
stories appeared privately in Paris, where it is obvious that he 
came under the influence of Gertrude Stein. Somewhere between 
Stein and Anderson, however, there was a middle course, and 
Hemingway took it. Hemingway had sense enough to see that it 
might be a million years before there was a public initiated 
enough to read its fiction in the bony theoretical rhythms offered 
by Miss Stein. You cannot feed a public on fancy literary 
theorems, and Hemingway, who had plenty to say, wanted a 
public. He took the Stein method, which at its most aggravated 
seemed to have some appeal to mental deficiency, and, as it 
were, put sanity into it. For every person who read Stein, pretend- 
ing to understand it whether he did or not, a potential million 
could read Hemingway. 

His first story, “Up in Michigan,” was written in Paris in 1921, 
and as far as I know there is no record that it caused a sensation. 
It was collected, together vdth another fifteen stories, into the 
volume In Our Time, and again I know of no record that a revolu- 
tion was caused. Yet a revolution had been caused, and in these 
stories, less good and less famous than the contents of Men With- 
out Women though they are, the Hemingway method is already 
in conscious and advanced production. 

What is that method? Why did it cause a revolution? In the 
first place Hemingway was a man with an ax. For generations — 
it might almost be said for a hundred years or more — written 
English had been growing steadily more pompous, more prolix, 
more impossibly parochial; its continuous tendency had been 
towards discussing and explaining something rather than pro- 
jecting and painting an object. It carried a vast burden of words 
which were not doing a job, and it was time, at last, to cut those 
words away. In the nineties Samuel Butler too had arrived with an 
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ax, but it was an ax less against English writing than against Eng- 
lish morality, and Butler had never dramatized the conflict except 
in a single book. Hemingway, looking back over what still pur- 
ports to be the great age of the English novel, must have been 
struck by an interesting fact, of wMch there are most notable 
examples in Hardy. He must have been struck by the fact that 
out of the cavernous gloom of explanations, discussions, social 
dilemmas, and philosophizings all that emerged of permanent in- 
terest and value were the scattered bright scraps of pictorial 
narrative. In one generation the philosophy had grown moldy, 
the social dilemmas were forgotten for others, the moral currency 
had been changed. But the people, the narrative action, the color 
of scenes, remained, and could, if properly conceived and painted, 
never fade. So what one remembers out of Hardy, for example, 
is not the philosophic vaporings or the spiritual anguish, all im- 
possibly unreal today, but the sharp bright scenes that have been 
painted by a man with his eye on the object — the pigsticking in 
Jude, Tess working in the winter turnip field, Tess praying with 
the children, the man selling his wife in The Mayor of Caster- 
bridge. No changing currency of social and moral action changes 
these; nothing can come between them and countless generations 
of readers. 

What Hemingway went for was that direct pictorial contact 
between eye and object, between object and reader. To get it he 
cut out a whole forest of verbosity. He got back to clean funda- 
mental growth. He trimmed off explanation, discussion, even com- 
ment; he hacked off all metaphorical floweriness; he pruned off 
the dead, sacred cliches; until finally, through the sparse trained 
words, there was a view. 

The road of the pass was hard and smooth and not yet dusty in the 
early morning. Below were the hills with oak and chestnut trees, and 
far away below was the sea. On the other side were snowy mountains. 

The picture is complete. And again; 

The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. On this 
side there was no shade and no trees and the station was between two 
lines of rails in the sun. Close against the side of the station there was 
the warm shadow of the building and a curtain, made of strings of 
bamboo beads, hung across the open door into the bar, to keep out 
flies. 

And here is a portrait, with background, complete: 
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An old man with steel-rimmed spectacles and very rusty clothes sat 
by the side of the road. There was a pontoon bridge across the river 
and carts, trucks, and men, women and children were crossing it. The 
mule-drawn carts staggered up the steep bank from the bridge with 
soldiers helping push against the spokes of the wheels. The trucks 
ground up and away heading out of it all and the peasants plodded 
along in the ankle-deep dust. But the old man sat there without mov- 
ing. He was too tired to go any farther. 

The pictures projected are as natural as life. There are no 
attempts at falsification, no superimposed colors, no rose glasses, 
no metaphors. Ever3d:hing that could cloud or date the scene has 
been ruthlessly rejected. Examine by contrast: 

No sooner did the rays of the rising sun shine on the dew, and fall 
in little fiery tongues upon their eyelids, than instinct made them strike 
camp and move away. All day they would journey, until the setting 
sun made the air to glow like a damp fire, burning the eyes while it 
chilled the body. The moon, like a disc of copper, hung behind them 
and the plain seemed dead.^ 

Here the effort to influence the reader is strenuous. Heming- 
way in effect says: “Here is the picture. That’s all. Keep your 
eye on it”; and is prepared to trust the reader to absorb the 
proper impression. But Mr. Sitwell cannot trust the reader. The 
light must be changed, trick-focused, dimmed or raised for a 
series of effects. Each sentence has its metaphor; each metaphor 
is supported by some poetic archaism — “upon,” “made the air 
to glow,” “than instinct made them.” The result is a decorative 
backcloth, looking real enough until the wind stirs it, and then 
suddenly ludicrous — ^what a Hemingway character would rightly 
call phony. 

But Hemingway carried this purge of style beyond mere descrip- 
tion. For a century the novel had staggered along under the 
weight of a colossal convention of fancy mechanics in the matter 
of dialogue. The novel had managed somehow to survive it; the 
short story had been in constant danger of collapsing. In this con- 
vention the words of a character had their intonation, flavor, 
emotion, or meaning underlined by the writer. Thus: “he re- 
iterated with a manifest show of anger”; “she ventured to remark 
with a melancholy intonation in her voice”; “he declared halt- 
ingly”; “he stammered out in frightened accents”; “he inter- 
posed”; “he interjected with a low laugh,” and so on and so on. 

^Sacheverell Sitwell: The Got hick North (Duckworth). 
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Wads of this verbal padding bolstered up the conversation of 
every novel from Dickens down to the fourpenny paperback, 

Hemingway swept every letter of that convention away. In its 
place he put nothing but his own ability to imply, by the choice, 
association, and order of the words, whether a character was feel- 
ing and speaking with anger, regret, desperation, tenderness; 
quickly or slowly; ironically or bitterly. All intonation and emo- 
tion lay somewhere in the apparently abrupt and casual arrange- 
ment of the words (“I feel fine,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong 
with me. I feel fine.”), and Hemingway asked nothing except the 
cooperation of the reader in the job of capturing these intonations 
and emotions, 

A classic example of this method will be seen in the famous 
story “Hills Like White Elephants.” In that story a man is taking 
a girl to Madrid for an illegal operation. That fact is nowhere 
stated throughout the whole story, nor is the girl’s terror and 
bitterness, nor in fact is any other emotion. The couple wait on 
the wayside station for the Madrid express; it is very hot, they 
drink beer, and they talk. For the girl something has crumpled 
up, and it is not only the past but the future. She is terrffied, and 
the story is one of the most terrible Hemingway or anyone else 
ever wrote. Yet throughout the whole of it — a story largely pro- 
jected through dialogue — ^Hemingway makes no single attempt to 
influence the readers’ thoughts, impressions, or conclusions. He 
himself is never there; not for a single instant does he come be- 
tween object and reader. 

This story, and others like “The KiUers,” “The Undefeated,” 
and “Fifty Grand,” finally fixed the legend of the Hemingway 
method. The legend was that Hemingway was tough and un- 
literary, a dumb ox. The truth was the opposite. Hemingway is as 
conscious a literary writer as ever there was. Behind him, unless 
I am greatly mistaken, stand the influences of Turgenev, Maupas- 
sant, Sherwood Anderson, Stephen Crane, Defoe, and the En^sh 
of the Authorized Version.^ llie legend of toughness arose from a 
failure to distinguish between Hemingway and his characters; the 
inarticulate boxers, the buMghters, the gangsters, the soldiers. 
They were depicted as leading a life governed more or less with- 
out thought; they moved to oxlike instincts; the world is full of 
such people, and it is no use, as Hemingway knew, putting fancy 

* It is interesting to compare Hemingway’s method with that of the New 
Testament in Basic English, recently issued; in particular with certain narra- 
tive passa^s in the Acts of the Apostles. 
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literary thoughts into their heads. So Hemingway wrote about 
them in their own oxlike, instinctive, thoughtless language, well 
knowing that his greatest danger was sentimentalism, a danger 
he struggled so hard to avoid that finally he fell over backwards, 
as it were, into an inverted form of it. For Hemingway is a deeply 
emotional writer. Underneath the crust of style, apparently so hard 
and arid, the deepest rhythms move like warm volcanic lava. He 
is above all a tragic writer, haunted, repelled, and attracted by 
the everlasting fear of mortality. 

Perhaps no Protestant can pretend to understand the Catholic 
mind, and it is from Catholicism, perhaps, that Hemingway’s 
constant preoccupation with the theme of death arises. His stories 
appear to deal with a variety of themes: boxing, buUfighting, 
illegal operations, game-hunting, war, fishing; all of them physical 
subjects. But in reality Hemingway has only one theme — death.. 
It is behind all but a fraction of his short stories; it is the whole 
subject of Death in the Afternoon; it is the climax towards which 
A Farewell to Arms inexorably moves. For Hemingway the twin 
ideas of physical activity and physical mortality are forces of a 
magnetism that never ceases its powerful attraction. As he re- 
marks in Death in the Afternoon, “all stories, if continued far 
enough, end in death, and he is no true storyteller who would 
keep that from you.” So death is the recurrent theme; the fear of 
it terrorizes Hemingway as the thought of being sentimental ter- 
rorizes him, until at last he is forced into it: death by gangsterism 
in “The Edilers,” the man dying of gangrene in “The Snows of 
Kilimanjaro,” the fear of death in “Hills Like White Elephants,” 
death for the bullfighter m “The Undefeated,” death for the 
Spanish boy in “The Capital of the World.” For a time, in some 
of the shorter sketches, he escapes it, but sooner or later the mag- 
netism of the eternal paradox that the flesh lives, and yet rots, 
draws him back again. The melancholy of it beats with rhythmic 
dying fall under the shell of the prose that has earned for itself, 
mistakenly, the reputation of being so imperviously tough: 

The boys picked up the cot and carried it around the green tents and 
down along the rock and out on to the plain and along past the smudges 
that were burning brightly now, the grass all consumed, and the wind 
fanning the fire, to the little plane. 

Behind or beneath such a passage lies a personal rhythm that 
can never be imitated; the rhythm of the man, the personal in- 
ward melancholy, the deep-rooted fear of death. It was this that 
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the thousand imitators of Hemingway on both sides of the Atlantic 
could never recapture: for the little Hemingways, attracted by the 
easy street-comer toughness of the style, sprang up everywhere, 
slick copyists of the surface line, not one in a thousand of them 
understanding that the colder and harder a man writes, as Che- 
khov once pointed out, the more deeply and more movingly emo- 
tional is the result likely to be. Hemingway was in reality so deeply 
susceptible to emotion that he strove constantly for the elimination 
of himself, his thoughts and feelings, from the surface of the work. 
For that he was taken to task by Mr. Aldous Huxley, who repre- 
sented the very intellectual aridity in writing that Hemingway was 
out to break; Huxley accused Hemingway of belonging to a class 
of “intelligent and cultured people doing their best to feign stu- 
pidity and to conceal the fact that they have received an educa- 
tion.” 

Hemingway had a reply for that, and it was a good reply: 

When writing a novel a writer should create living people; people 
not characters. ... If the people the writer is making talk of old mas- 
ters; of music; of modem painting; of letters; or of science then they 
should talk of those subjects in the novel. If they do not talk of those 
subjects and the writer makes them talk of them he is a faker, and if 
he talks about them himself to show how much he knows then he is 
showing off. No matter how good a phrase or a simile he may have 
if he puts it in where it is not absolutely necessary and irreplaceable 
he is spoiling his work for egotism.^ 

That statement is in reality as much a crack at Huxley and 
the archintellectuals who had become so overeducated that there 
was little in life that did not bore them with familiarity, as it is a 
defense of Hemingway himself and what he felt writing ought to 
be. Hemingway might have added that Huxley had never created 
a character, let alone a person, that was much more than a bio- 
logical specimen being laid on the table for analytical dissection. 
He might have added that though he himself dealt largely with 
people who were soon to be dead, the characters of Huxley were 
dead before Huxley ever dealt with them. What he did add was 
tMs: 

People in a novel, not skillfully constructed characters^ must be pro- 
jected from the writer’s assimilated experience, from his knowledge, 
from his head, from his heart and from all there is of him.^ 

^ Death in the Afternoon, p. 182 (Cape). American edition (Scribner), p. 
191,— Ed. 

pp, 182-83. American edition (Scribner), p* 191 . — Ed. 
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No statement of a writer’s objects and intentions could be 
clearer; and here it seems to me is the final proof, if proof is 
needed, that the legend of Hemingway’s toughness (i.e., emotion- 
lessness, dumbness, thick-skinnedness, etc.) had never any basis 
in fact. What Hemingway realized, and what it is important all 
short-story writers should realize, was that it is possible to convey 
a great many things on paper without stating them at all. To 
master the art of implication, of making one sentence say two or 
more different things, by conveying emotion and atmosphere 
without drawing up a tidy balance sheet of descriptions about 
them, is more than half the short-story writer’s business. Because 
he mastered that business with a new staccato slickness of style, 
eliminating so much of what had been considered essential literary 
paraphernalia, Hemingway was and still is a most important writer. 

hike all iconoclasts who break in on the stuffiness of their par- 
ticular age with rude disregard for accepted behavior, Heming- 
way was dangerous to imitate. It would be hard to assess the num- 
ber of versions of “Hills Like White Elephants” received by editors 
during the last ten or fifteen years, but it would probably ex- 
ceed the number of imitations of Winesburg, Ohio, One-story 
writers in the Hemingway-Anderson manner popped up all over 
America just as one-book writers in the D. H. Lawrence manner 
popped up all over England. Both types in turn were never heard 
of again, but the fertilizing influence of Hemingway and Anderson 
went on. 

The extent of that influence has been enormous. Anderson indi- 
cated that the American short-story writer had better practice self- 
denial in the matter of territory — he must be content with the 
regional, not the national, view; Hemingway indicated that the 
American short-story writer should practice another kind of self- 
denial — ^the denial of irrelevant material, literary tricks, luxury 
emotions, literary descriptions, and literary faking. 

If the writer of prose knows enough about what he is writing about he 
may omit things that he knows and the reader, if the writer is writing 
truly enough, will have a feeling of those things as strongly as though 
the writer had stated them,® 

Inspired by such teaching, which incidentally achieved for the 
short story a new kind of commercial success, a whole generation 
of American short-story writers turned round to American earth, 
American cities, small American towns, American homes, Ameri- 

^Ibid., p. 183. American edition (Scribner), p. 192. — ^Ex>. 
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can politics, and American hopes and troubles, to find waiting for 
it the limitless untouched raw materials of a new American tradi- 
tion. Writers had once shipped themselves, or had been shipped 
by anxious editors, to Cuba and Tahiti and Honolulu and other 
romantic spots in order to find something known as local color. 
Now suddenly they found their local color in Ohio valleys, in 
the fishing villages of Cape Cod, in San Francisco saloons, in 
Southern feuds between Negro and white, in the Middle West, on 
wayside hot-dog stands, on East Side New York, in Texas, indeed 
everywhere on their own multitongued conglomerous continent. 

In writing of ail this, they did something else which was sig- 
nificant. They took the language, which was still English, as they 
found it. They took it straight off the earth, the saloon floor, the 
cafe table, the factory bench, the street, and the drugstore counter, 
not troubling to wipe off the colloquial dirt or the spittle, the 
common dust or the color, the wit or the fantastically apt meta- 
phor, the slickness or the slang. They took free speech and made 
it into free writing: a more flexible, more vital, more fluent writ- 
ing, a braver and newer writing than ever the overintellectualized 
writing of Mr. Huxley’s Brave New World had known how to be. 


H. E. Bates 
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The Death of Love in The Sun Also Rises 


She turns and looks a moment in the glass, 

Hardly aware of her departed lover; 

Her brain allows one half -formed thought to pass: 

“Well now that’s done: and I’m glad it’s over.” 

When lovely woman stoops to folly and 
Paces about her room again, alone, 

She smoothes her hair with automatic hand, 

And puts a record on the gramophone. 

T. S. Eliot, The Waste Land 

One of the most persistent themes of the twenties was 
the death of love in World War L All the major writers recorded 
it, often in piecemeal fashion, as part of the larger postwar scene; 
but only Hemingway seems to have caught it whole and delivered 
it in lasting fictional form. His intellectual grasp of the theme 
might account for this.'^here D. H. Lawrence settles for the 
shock of war on the Phallic Consciousness, or where Eliot pre- 
sents assorted glimpses of sterility, Hemingway seems to design 
an extensive parable. Thus, m The Sun Also Rises, his protago- 
nists are deliberately shaped as allegorical figures: Jake Barnes 
and Brett Ashley are two lovers desexed by the war; Robert 
Cohn is the false knight who challenges their despair; while 
Romero, the stalwart buMghter, personifies the good life which 
will survive their failure. Of course, these characters are not 
abstractions in the text; they are realized through the most con- 
crete style in American fiction, and their larger meaning is im- 
plied only by their response to immediate situations. But the 
implications are there, the parable is at work in every scene, and 
its presence lends unity and depth to the whole novel./' 

Barnes himself is a fine example of this technique. Cut off 
from love by a shell woimd, he seems to suffer from an unde- 
served misfortune. But as most readers agree, his condition repre- 
sents a peculiar form of emotional impotence. It does not involve 
distaste for the flesh, as with Lawrence’s crippled veteran, Clifford 
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Chatterley; instead Barnes lacks the power to control love’s 
strength and durability. His sexual wound, the result of an un- 
preventable “accident” in the war, points to another realm where 
accidents can always happen and where Barnes is equally power- 
less to prevent them. In Book II of the novel he makes this same 
comparison while describing one of the dinners at Pamplona: “It 
was like certain dinners I remember from the war. There was 
much wine, an ignored tension, and a feeling of things coming 
that you could not prevent happening.” This fear oi "emotional 
consequences is the key to Barnes’s condition. Like so many 
Hemingway heroes, he has no way to handle subjective complica- 
tions, and his wound is a token for this kind of impotence. 

It serves the same purpose for the expatriate crowd in Paris, 
In some figurative manner these artists, writers, and derelicts have 
all been rendered impotent by the war. Thus, as Barnes presents 
them, they pass before us like a parade of sexual cripples, and 
we are able to measure them against his own forbearance in the 
face of a common problem. Whoever bears his sickness well is 
akin to Barnes; whoever adopts false postures, or willfully hurts 
others, falls short of his example. This is the organizing principle 
in Book I, this alignment of characters by their stoic qu^ties. But, 
stoic or not, They are aU incapable of love, and in their sober 
moments they seem to know it, 

For this reason they feel especially upset whenever Robert 
Cohn appears. Cohn stiU upholds a romantic view of life, and 
since he affirms it with stubborn persistence, he acts like a goad 
upon his wiser contemporaries. As the narrator, Barnes must ac- 
count for the challenge he presents them and the decisive turn it 
takes in later chapters. Accordingly, he begins the book with a 
review of Cohn’s boxing career at l^mceton. Though he has no 
taste for it, college boxing means a lot to Cohn. For one thing, it 
helps to compensate for anti-Semitic treatment from his class- 
mates. More subtly, it turns him into an armed romantic, a man 
who can damage others in defense of his own beliefs. He also 
loves the pose of manhood which it affords him and seems 
strangely pleased when his nose is flattened in the ring. Soon other 
tokens of virility delight him, and he often confuses them with 
actual manliness. He likes the idea of a mistress more than he 
likes his actual mistress; or he likes the authority of editing and 
the prestige of writmg, though he is a bad editor and a poor 
novelist. In other words, he ffiways looks for internal strength in 
outward signs and sources. On leaving Princeton, he marries “on 
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the rebound from the rotten time ... in college.” But in five 
years the marriage falls through, and he rebounds again to his 
present mistress, the forceful Frances Clyne. Then, to escape her 
dominance and his own disquiet, he begins to look for romance in 
far-off countries. As with most of his views, the source of this 
idea is an exotic book: 

He had been reading W. H. Hudson. That sounds like an innocent 
occupation, but Cohn had read and reread “The Purple Land.” “The 
Purple Land” is a very sinister book if read too late in life. It recounts 
splendid imaginary amorous adventures of a perfect English gentle- 
man in an intensely romantic land, the scenery of which is very well 
described. For a man to take it at thirty-four as a guidebook to what 
life holds is about as safe as it would be for a man of the same age to 
enter Wail Street direct from a French convent, equipped with a com- 
plete set of the more practical Alger books. Cohn, I believe, took every 
word of “The Purple Land” as literally as though it had been an R. G. 
Dun report. 

Cohn’s romanticism explains his key position in the parable. He 
is the last chivalric hero, the "last defender of an outworn faith, 
and his function is to illustrate its present folly — to show us, 
through the absurdity of his behavior, that romantic love is dead, 
that one of the great guiding codes of the past no longer operates. 
“You’re getting damned romantic,” says Brett to Jake at one 
point in the novel. “No, bored,” he replies, because for this 
generation boredom has become more plausible than love. As a 
foil to his contemporaries, Cohn helps to reveal why this is so. 

Of course, there is much that is traditional in the satire on 
Cohn. Like the many victims of romantic literature, from Don 
Quixote to Tom Sawyer, he lives by what he reads and neglects 
reality at his own and others’ peril. 'But Barnes and his friends 
have no alternative to Cohn’s beliefs. There is nothing here, for 
example, like the neat balance between sense and sensibility in 
Jane Austen’s world. Granted that Barnes is sensible enough, that 
he sees life clearly and that we are meant to contrast his private 
grief with Cohn’s public suffering, his self-restraint with Cohn’s 
deliberate self-exposure. Yet, emasculation aside, Barnes has no 
way to measure or control the state of love; and though he recog- 
nizes this with his mind and tries to act accordingly, he seems no 
different from Cohn in his deepest feelings. When he is alone with 
Brett, he wants to live with her in the country, to go with her to 
San Sebastian, to go up to her room, to keep her in his own 
room, or to keep on kissing her — ^though he can never really act 
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upon such sentiments. Nor are they merely the yearnings of a 
tragically impotent man, for eventually they will lead Barnes to 
betray his own principles and to abandon self-respect, all for the 
sake of Lady Ashley. No, at best he is a restrained romantic, a 
man who carries himself well in the face of love’s impossibilities, 
but who seems to share with Cohn a common (if hidden) weak- 
ness. 

The sexual parade continues through the early chapters. Besides 
Cohn and his possessive mistress, there is the prostitute Georgette, 
whom Barnes picks up one day “because of a vague sentimental 
idea that it would be nice to eat with someone.” Barnes intro- 
duces her to his friends as his fiancee, and as his private joke affirms, 
the two have much in common. Georgette is sick and sterile, 
having reduced love to a simple monetary exchange; but, like 
Barnes, she manages to be frank and forthright and to keep an 
even keel among the drifters of Paris. Together they form a pair 
of honest cripples, in contrast with the various pretenders whom 
they meet along the Left Bank, Among the latter are Cohn and 
Frances Clyne, the writer Braddocks and his wife, and Robert 
Prentiss, a rising young novelist who seems to verbalize their 
phoniness: “Oh, how charmingly you get angry,” he tells Barnes. 
“I wish I had that faculty.” Barnes’s honest anger has been 
aroused by the appearance of a band of homosexuals, accom- 
panied by Brett Ashley. When one of the band spies Georgette, he 
decides to dance with her; then one by one the rest follow suit, 
in deliberate parody of normal love. Brett herself provides a key 
to the dizzy sexual medley. With a man’s felt hat on her boyish 
bob, and with her familiar reference to men as fellow “chaps,” 
she completes the distortion of sexual roles which seems to charac- 
terize the period. For the war, which has unmanned Barnes and 
his contemporaries, has turned Brett into the freewheeling equal 
of any man. It has taken her first sweetheart’s life through dysen- 
tery and has sent her present husband home in a dangerous state 
of shock. For Brett these blows are the equivalent of Jake’s 
emasculation; they seem to release her from her womanly nature 
and expose her to the male prerogatives of drink and promiscuity. 
Once she claims these rights as her own, she becomes an early 
but more honest version of Catherine Barkley, the English nurse 
in Hemingway’s next important novel, A Farewell to Arms, Like 
Catherine, Brett has been a nurse on the Italian front and has 
lost a sweetheart in the war; but for her there is no saving inter- 
lude of love with a wounded patient, no rigged and timely escape 



84 


HEMINGWAY AND HIS CRITICS 


through death in childbirth. Instead she survives the colossal 
violence, the disruption of her personal life, and the exposure to 
mass promiscuity, to confront a moral and emotional vacuum 
among her postwar lovers. With this evidence of male default all 
around her, she steps o2 the romantic pedestal, moves freely 
through the bars of Paris, and stands confidently there beside her 
newfound equals. Ironically, her most recent conquest, Robert 
Cohn, fails to see the bearing of such changes on romantic love. 
He still believes that Brett is womanly and therefore deeply 
serious about intimate matters. After their first meeting, he de- 
scribes her as “absolutely fine and straight” and nearly strikes 
Barnes for thinking otherwise; and a bit later, after their brief 
affair in the country, he remains unconvinced “that it didn’t 
mean anything.” But when men no longer command respect, and 
women replace their natural warmth with masculine freedom and 
mobility, there can be no serious love. 

Brett does have some respect for Barnes, even a little tender- 
ness, though her actions scarcely show abiding love. At best she 
can affirm his worth and share his standards and perceptions. 
When in public, she knows how to keep her essentid misery to 
herself; when alone with Barnes, she wiU express her feelings, 
admit her faults, and even display good judgment. Thus her 
friend Count Mippipopolous is introduced to Barnes as “one of 
us.” The count qualifies by virtue of his war wounds, his in- 
variable calmness, and his curious system of values. He ap- 
preciates good food, good wine, and a quiet place m which to 
enjoy them. Love also has a place in his system, but since he is 
“always in love,” the place seems rather shaky. Like Jake and 
Brett and perhaps Georgette, he simply bears himself well among 
the postwar rums. 

ITae coimt completes the list of cripples who appear in Book 1. 
In a broader sense, they are all disaffiliates, all men and women 
who have cut themselves off from conventional society and who 
have made Paris their permanent playground. Jake Barnes has 
introduced them, and we have been able to test them against his 
stoic attitudes toward life in a moral wasteland. Yet such life is 
finally unbearable, as we have also seen whenever Jake and Brett 
are alone together, or whenever Jake is alone with his thoughts, 
"He needs a healthier code to live by, and for this reason the 
movement in Book II is away from Paris to the trout stream at 
Burguete and the bull ring at Pamplona. Here a more vital test- 
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ing process occurs, and with the appearance of Bill Gorton we 
get our first inkling of its nature. 

Gorton is a successful writer who shares with Barnes a love 
for boxing and other sports. In Vienna he has helped to rescue a 
splendid Negro boxer from an angry and intolerant crowd. The 
incident has spoiled Vienna for him, and, as his reaction suggests, 
the sports world will provide the terms of moral judgment from 
this point onward in the novel. Or, more accurately, Jake Barnes’s 
feelings about sports will shape the rest of the novel. For, with 
Hemingway, the great outdoors is chiefly a state of mind, a pro- 
jection of moral and emotional attitudes onto physical arenas, so 
that a clear account of surface action will reproduce these attitudes 
in the reader. In “Big Two-Hearted River,” for example, he de- 
scribes Nick Adams’ fishing and camping activities along a trout 
stream in Michigan. His descriptions run to considerable length, 
and they are all carefully detailed, almost as if they were meant 
for a fishing manual. Yet the details themselves have strong 
emotional connotations for Nick Adams. He thinks of his camp as 
“the good place,” the place where none of his previous troubles 
can touch him. He has left society behind him, and, as the story 
begins, there is even a burnt town at his back, to signify his dis- 
affiliation. He has also walked miles to reach an arbitrary camp- 
site, and this is one of the ways in which he sets his own condi- 
tions for happiness and then lives up to them. He finds extraor- 
dinary pleasure, moreover, in the techniques of making cofiee 
and pitching camp, or in his responses to fishing and eating. In 
fact, his sensations have become so valuable that he doesn’t want 
to rush them: they bring health, pleasure, beauty, and a sense 
of order which is sorely missing in his civilized experience; they 
are part of a healing process, a private and imaginative means 
of wiping out the damages of civilized life. When this process is 
described with elaborate attention to surface detail, the effect on 
the reader is decidedly subjective. 

The same holds true, of course, for the fishing trip in The Sun 
Also Rises. As Barnes and Gorton approach “the good place,” 
each item in the landscape is singled out and given its own im- 
portance. Later the techniques of fishing are treated with the same 
reverence for detail. For, like Nick Adams, these men have left 
the wasteland for the green plains of health; they have traveled 
miles, by train and on foot, to reach a particul^ trout stream. 
The jfehing there is good, the talk free and easy, and even Barnes 
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is able to sleep well after lunch, though he is usually an insom- 
niac. The meal itself is handled like a mock religious ceremony: 
“Let us rejoice in our blessings,” says Gorton. ‘'Let us utilize the 
fowls of the air. Let us utilize the produce of the vine. Will you 
utilize a little, brother?” A few days later, when they visit the 
old monastery at Roncesvalles, this combination of fishing, drink- 
ing, and male camaraderie is given an edge over religion itself. 
With their English friend, Harris, they honor the monastery as a 
remarkable place, but decide that “it isn’t the same as fishing”; 
then all agree to “utilize” a little pub across the way. At the trout 
stream, moreover, romantic love is given the same comparative 
treatment and seems sadly foolish before the immediate joys of 
fishing: 

It was a little past noon and there was not much shade, but I sat 
against the trunk of two of the trees that grew together, and read. The 
book was something by A. E. W. Mason, and I was reading a wonder- 
ful story about a man who had been frozen in the Alps and then fallen 
into a glacier and disappeared, and his bride was going to wait twenty- 
four years exactly for his body to come out on the moraine, w^hile her 
true love waited too, and they were still waiting when Bill came up 
[with four trout in his bag]. . . . His face was sweaty and happy. 

As these comparisons show, the fishing trip has been invested 
with unique importance. By sticking closely to the surface action, 
Barnes has evoked the deeper attitudes which underlie it and 
which make it a therapeutic process for him. He describes him- 
self now as a “rotten Catholic” and speaks briefly of his thwarted 
love for Brett; but with religion defunct and love no longer pos- 
sible, he can at least find happiness through private and imagina- 
tive means. Thus he now constructs a more positive code to fol- 
low: as with Nick Adams, it brings him health, pleasure, beauty 
and order, and helps to wipe out the damage of his troubled life 
in Paris. 

Yet somehow the code lacks depth and substance. To gain these 
advantages, Barnes must move to Pamplona, which stands roughly 
to Burguete as the swamp in “Big Two-Hearted River” stands to 
the trout stream. In the latter story, Nick Adams prefers the clear 
portion of the river to its second and more congested heart: 

In the swamp the banks were bare, the big cedars together over- 
head, the sun did not come through, except in patches; in the fast deep 
water, in the half light, the fishing would be tragic. In the swamp fish- 
ing was a tragic adventure. Nick did not want it. . . , There were 
plenty of days coming when he could fish the swamp. 
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The fishing is tragic here because it involves the risk of death, 
Nick is not yet ready for that challenge, but plainly it will test his 
manhood when he comes to face it. In The Sun Also Rises Barnes 
makes no such demands upon himself; but he is strongly attracted 
to the young bullfighter, Pedro Romero, whose courage before 
death lends moral weight to the sportsman’s code.^ 

So Pamplona is an extension of Burguete for Barnes: gayer 
and more festive on the surface, but essentially more serious. The 
spoilers from Paris have arrived, but (Cohn excepted) they are 
soon swept up by the fiesta: their mood is jubilant, they are sur- 
rounded by dancers, and they sing, drink, and shout with the 
peasant crowd. Barnes himself is among fellow aficionados; he 
gains “real emotion” from the bullfights and feels truly elated 
afterwards. Even his friends seem like “such nice people,” though 
he begins to feel uneasy when an argument breaks out between 
them. The tension is created by Brett’s fiance, Mike Campbell, 
who is aware of her numerous infidelities and who seems to accept 
them with amoral tolerance. Actually he resents them, so that 
Cohn (the perennial Jewish scapegoat) provides him with a con- 
venient outlet for his feelings. He begins to bait him for follow- 
ing Brett around like a sick steer. 

Mike’s description is accurate enough. Cohn is always willing 
to suffer in public and to absorb insults for the sake of true love. 
On the other hand, he is also “ready to do battle for his lady,” 
and when the chance finally comes, he knocks his rivals down 
Uke a genuine knight-errant. With Jake and Mike he has no 
trouble, but when he charges into Pedro’s room to rescue Brett, 
the results are disastrous: Brett tells him off, the bullfighter re- 
fuses to stay knocked down, and no one will shake hands with 
him at the end, in accord with prep-school custom. When Brett 

^Hemingway’s preoccupation with death has been explained in various 
ways: by his desire to write about simple, fundamental things; by his “sado- 
masochism”; or, more fairly and accurately, by his need to efface an actual 
war wound, or to supplant the ugly, senseless violence of war with ordered, 
graceful violence. Yet chiefiy the risk of death lends moral seriousness to a 
private code which lacks it. The risk is arbitrary; when a man elects to meet 
it, his beliefs take on subjective weight and he is able to give meaning to 
his private life. In this sense, he moves forever on a kind of imaginative 
frontier, where the opposition is always Nature, in some token form, where 
the stakes are always manliness and self-respect, and where death invests the 
scene with tragic implications. In The Sun Also Rises ^ Romero lives on such 
a frontier, and for Barnes and his friends he provides an example of just 
these values. 
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remains with Pedro, Cohn retires to his room, alone and friend- 
less. 

This last encounter is the high point of the parable, for in the 
Code Hero, the Romantic Hero has finally met his match. As the 
clash between them shows, there is a difference between physical 
and moral victory, between chivalric stubbornness and real self- 
respect. Thus Pedro fights to repair an affront to his dignity; 
though he is badly beaten, his spirit is untouched by his opponent, 
whereas Cohn’s spirit is completely smashed. From the beginning 
Cohn has based his manhood on skill at boxing, or upon a 
woman’s love, never upon internal strength; but now, when 
neither skill nor love supports him, he has bludgeoned his way to 
his own emptiness. Compare his conduct with Romero’s, on the 
following day, as the younger man performs for Brett in the bull 
ring: 

Everything of which he could control the locality he did in front of 
her all that afternoon. Never once did he look up. . . . Because he 
did not look up to ask if it pleased he did it all for himself inside, and 
it strengthened him, and yet he did it for her, too. But he did not do it 
for her at any loss to himself. He gained by it all through the afternoon. 

Thus, where Cohn expends and degrades himself for his beloved, 
Romero pays tribute without self-loss. His manhood is a thing 
independent of women, and for this reason he holds special at- 
tractions for Jake Barnes. 

By now it seems apparent that Cohn and Pedro are extremes 
for which Bames is the unhappy medium. His resemblance to 
Pedro is clear enough: they share the same code, they both be- 
lieve that a man’s dignity depends on his own resources. His re- 
semblance to Cohn is more subtle, but at this stage of the book 
it becomes grossly evident. Appropriately enough, the exposure 
comes through the knockout blow from Cohn, which dredges up 
a strange prewar experience: 

Walking across the square to the hotel everything looked new and 
changed. ... I felt as I felt once commg home from an out-of-town 
football game. I was carrying a suitcase with my football things in it, 
and I walked up the street from the station in the town I had lived in 
all my life and it was all new. They were raking the lawns and burning 
leaves in the road, and I stopped for a long time and watched. It was 
all strange. Then I went on, and my feet seemed to be a long way off, 
and everything seemed to come from a long way off, and I could hear 
my feet walking a great distance away. I had been kicked in the head 
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early in the game. It was like that crossing the square. It was like that 
going up the stairs in the hotel. Going up the stairs took a long time, 
and I had the feeling that I was carrying my suitcase. 

Barnes seems to have regressed here to his youthful football 
days. As he moves on up the stairs to see Cohn, who has been 
asking for him, he still carries his “phantom suitcase” with him; 
and when he enters Cohn’s room, he even sets it down. Cohn 
him self has just returned from the fight with Romero: “There 
he was, face down on the bed, crying. He had on a white polo 
shirt, the kind he’d worn at Princeton.” In other words, Cohn 
has also regressed to his abject college days: they are both 
emotional adolescents, about the same age as the nineteen-year- 
old Romero, who is the only real man among them. Of course, 
these facts are not spelled out for us, except through the polo 
shirt and the phantom suitcase, which remind us (inadvertently) 
of one of those dreamlike fantasies by the Czech genius Franz 
Kafka, in which trunks and youthful clothes are symbols of 
arrested development. Yet there has already been some helpful 
spelling out in Book I, during a curious (and otherwise pointless) 
exchange between Cohn and another expatriate, the drunkard 
Harvey Stone. After first calling Cohn a moron, Harvey asks him 
to say, without thinking about it, what he w^ould rather do if he 
could do anything he wanted. Cohn is again urged to say what 
comes into his head first, and soon replies, “I think Fd rather 
play football again with what I know about handling myself, 
now.” To which Harvey responds: “I misjudged you. . . . You’re 
not a moron. You’re only a case of arrested development.” 

The first thought to enter Cohn’s mind here has been sup- 
pressed by Barnes for a long time, but in Book II the knockout 
blow releases it: more than anything else, he too would like to 
“play football again,” to prevent that kick to his head from hap- 
pening, or that smash to the jaw from Cohn, or that sexual wound 
which explains either blow. For the truth about Bames seems 
obvious now: he has always been an emotional adolescent. Like 
Nick Adams, he has grown up in a society which has little use 
for manliness; as an expression of that society, the war has 
robbed him of his dignity as a man and has thus exposed him to 
indignities with women. We must understand here that the war, 
the early football game, and the fight with Cohn have this in 
common: they all involve ugly, senseless, or impersonal forms of 
violence, in which a man has little chance to set the terms of his 
own integrity. Hence for Hemingway they represent the kinds 
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of degradation which can occur at any point in modem society — 
and the violence at Pamplona is our current sample of such 
degradation. Indeed, the whole confluence of events now points 
to the social meaning of Jake’s wound, for just as Cohn has re- 
duced him to a dazed adolescent, so has Brett reduced him to a 
slavish pimp. When she asks for his help in her aSair with Pedro, 
Barnes has no integrity to rely on; he can only serve her as Cohn 
has served her, like a sick romantic steer. Thus, for love’s sake, 
he win allow her to use him as a go-between, to disgrace him with 
his friend Montoya, to corrupt Romero, and so strip the whole 
fiesta of significance. In the next book he will even mn to her 
rescue in Madrid, though by then he can at least recognize his 
folly and supply his own indictment: “That was it. Send a girl off 
with one man. Introduce her to another to go off with him. Now 
go and bring her back. And sign the wire with love. That was it all 
right,” It seems plain, then, that Cohn and Brett have given us a 
peacetime demonstration, postwar style, of the meaning of Jake’s 
shell wound. 

At Pamplona the demonstration continues. Brett strolls through 
the fiesta with her head high, “as though [it] were being staged 
in her honor, and she found it pleasant and amusing.” When 
Romero presents her with a bull’s ear “cut by popular acclama- 
tion,” she carries it off to her hotel, stuffs it far back in the drawer 
of the bed table, and forgets about it. The ear was taken, however, 
from the same bull which had killed one of the crowd a few days 
before, during the dangerous bull-run through the streets; later 
the entire town attended the man’s funeral, along with drinking 
and dancing societies from nearby communities. For the crowd, 
the death of this bull was a communal triumph and his ear a 
token of communal strength; for Brett the ear is a private trophy. 
In effect, she has robbed the community of its triumph, as she 
will now rob it of its hero. As an aficionado^ Barnes understands 
this threat too well. These are decadent times in the bull ring, 
marred by false esthetics; Romero alone has “the old thing,” the 
old “purity of line through the maximum of exposure”: his cor- 
ruption by Brett will complete the decadence. But mainly the 
young fighter means something more personal to Barnes. In the 
bull ring he combines grace, control, and sincerity with manliness; 
in the fight with Cohn he proves his integrity where skill is lack- 
ing. His values are exactly those of the hunter in “Francis Macom- 
ber,” or of the fisherman in The Old Man and the Sea. As one of 
these few remaining images of independent manhood, he offers 
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Barnes the comfort of vicarious redemption. Brett seems to smash 
this as she leaves with Pedro for Madrid. To ward off depression, 
Barnes can only get drunk and retire to bed; the fiesta goes on 
outside, but it means nothing now: the “good place” has been 
ruined. 

As Book III begins, Barnes tries to reclaim his dignity and to 
cleanse himself of the damage at Pamplona. He goes to San 
Sebastian and sits quietly there in a cafe, listening to band con- 
certs; or he goes swimming there alone, diving deep in the green 
waters. Then a telegram from Brett arrives, calling him to Madrid 
to help her out of trouble. At once he is like Cohn again, ready 
to serve his lady at the expense of self-respect. Yet in Madrid he 
learns to accept, emotionally, what he has always faintly under- 
stood. As he listens to Brett, he begins to drink heavily, as if her 
story has driven home a painful lesson. Brett herself feels “rather 
good” about sending Pedro away: she has at least been able to 
avoid being “one of these bitches that ruins children.” This is a 
moral triumph for her, as Barnes agrees; but he can scarcely 
ignore its implications for himself. For when Brett refuses to let 
her hair grow long for Pedro, it means that her role in life is 
fixed: she can no longer reclaim her lost womanhood; she can 
no longer live with a fine man without destroying him. This seems 
to kill the illusion which is behind Jake’s suffering throughout the 
novel: namely, that if he hadn’t been wounded, if he had somehow 
survived the war with his manhood intact, then he and Brett 
would have become true lovers. The closing lines confirm his 
total disillusionment: 

“Oh, Jake,” Brett said, “we could have had such a damned good time 
together.” 

Ahead was a mounted policeman in khaki directing traffic. He 
raised his baton. The car slowed suddenly pressing Brett against me. 

“Yes,” I said. “Isn’t it pretty to think so?” 

“Pretty” is a romantic word which means here “foolish to con- 
sider what could never have happened,” and not “what can’t 
happen now.” The signal for this interpretation comes from the 
policeman who directs traffic between Brett’s speech and Barnes’s 
reply. With his khaki clothes and his preventive baton, he stands 
for the war and the society which made it, for the force which 
stops the lovers’ car, and which robs them of their normal sexual 
roles. As Barnes now sees, love itself is dead for their generation- 
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Even without his wound, he would still be unmanly, and Brett 
unable to let her hair grow long. 

Yet, according to the opening epigraphs, if one generation is 
lost and another comes, the earth abides forever; and according 
to Hemingway himself, the abiding earth is the novel’s hero. Per- 
haps he is wrong on this point, or at least misleading. There are 
no joyous hymns to the seasons in this novel, no celebrations of 
fertility and change. The scenic descriptions are accurate enough, 
but rather fiat; there is no deep feeling in them, only fondness, for 
the author takes less delight in nature than in outdoor sports. 
He is more concerned, that is, with baiting hooks and catching 
trout than with the Irati River and more pleased with the grace 
and skill of the bullfighter than with the bull’s magnificence. In 
fact, it is the bullfighter who seems to abide in the novel, for surely 
the bulls are dead like the trout before them, having fulfilled their 
roles as beloved opponents. But Romero is very much alive as the 
novel ends. When he leaves the hotel in Madrid, he “pays the biU” 
for his affair with Brett, which means that he has earned all its 
benefits. He also dominates the final conversation between the 
lovers, and so dominates the closing section. We learn here that 
his sexual initiation has been completed and his independence 
assured. From now on, he can work out his life alone, moving 
again and again through his passes in the ring, gaining strength, 
order, and purpose as he meets his own conditions. He provides 
no literal prescription to follow here, no call to bullfighting as the 
answer to Barnes’s problems; but he does provide an image of 
integrity, against which Barnes and his generation are weighed and 
found wanting. In this sense, Pedro is the real hero of the parable, 
the final moral touchstone, the man whose code gives meaning 
to a world where love and religion are defunct, where the proofs 
of manhood are difficult and scarce, and where every man must 
learn to define his own moral conditions and then live up to them. 


Mark Spilka 



HARRY LEVIN 


Observations on the Style of Ernest Hemingway 


I 

‘‘The most important author living today, the outstand- 
ing author since the death of Shakespeare,” is Ernest Hemingway. 
So we have lately been assured by John O’Hara in The New York 
Times Book Review, We should have to know what Mr. O’Hara 
thinks of the various intervening authors, of Shakespeare him- 
self, and indeed of literature, in order to get the full benefit of this 
evaluation. It might be inferred, from his review of Across the 
River and into the Trees, that he holds them well on this side of 
idolatry. Inasmuch as Hemingway’s latest novel tends regrettably 
to run certain attitudes and mannerisms to the ground, merely to 
describe it — if I may use an unsportsmanlike simile — ^is like 
shooting a sitting bird. Mr. O’Hara’s gallant way of protecting 
this vulnerable target is to charge the air with invidious compari- 
sons. His final encomium should be quoted in full, inasmuch as 
it takes no more than two short words, which manage to catch 
the uncertainty of the situation as well as the strident unsteadiness 
of Mr. O’Hara’s tone: “Real class.” That interesting phrase, which 
could be more appropriately applied to a car or a girl, carries 
overtones of petty snobbery; it seems to look up toward an object 
which, it adniits in wistful awe, transcends such sordid articles of 
the same commodity as ordinarily fall within its ken. To whistle 
after Hemingway in this fashion is doubtless a sincerer form of 
flattery than tributes which continue to be inhibited by the con- 
ventions of literary discourse. Had Mr. O’Hara been a French 
symbolist poet, he might have said: Tout le reste est litterature. 
Yet Hemingway too, one way or another, is literature. If his 
preoccupation has been mortality, his ambition — spurred perhaps 
by having easily won such rewards as contemporaries offer — is 
nothing less thm immortality. He doesn’t speak of building a 
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monument or even burning a candle, but he sometimes refers to 
playing in the big league or writing something that will not soon go 
bad. Shakespeare, as Colonel Cantwell acknowledges in Across 
the River, is “the winner and still the undisputed champion.” But 
Mr. O’Hara’s buildup seems to suggest that Hemingway is train- 
ing for the title bout. At least there are confirmatory signs, to 
state the matter in milder and more bookish terms, that he is 
becoming a classic in his time. He has just become the subject of 
“a critical survey” which should be welcomed as the first of its 
kind, with the expectation that its shortcomings will probably be 
made good by a long shelf of future volumes devoted to Heming- 
wayforschung} Since the present volume has been pasted together 
from other publications, it does not pretend to originality; it offers 
a readable and typical selection of twenty-one reviews and articles. 
This sort of symposium, especially when it concentrates upon so 
compact a body of material, is bound to cross and recross familiar 
territory. It is no discredit to the contributors — in fact it rein- 
forces their positions — that they do not diverge from each other 
more variously. However, it raises questions reflecting upon the 
judgment and knowledge of the anthologist. 

He does not seem to have cast a very wide net. Given the scope 
and impact of his author, we might fairly expect international 
representation. But, except for one Soviet contribution, the table 
of contents is one hundred per cent American, thereby excluding 
such significant essays as the almost classical polemic of Wyndham 
Lewis or the more recent appreciation of Claude-Edmonde Magny. 
Closer to home, it is hard to see how the editor — whose introduc- 
tion strives to counterbalance the negative emphasis of so much 
criticism — could have overlooked the handsome tribute and 
prescient revaluation by Robert Penn Warren, which appeared in 
The Kenyon Review (Winter, 1947). Yet sins of omission, with 
anthologies, should always be considered venial; and we need not 
question the individual merits of the editor’s inclusions. Some of 
them justify their place by being too little known and not readily 
accessible: notably Lincoln Kirstein’s sensitive review of Death in 
the Afternoon and Edward Fenimore’s informative article on the 
language of For Whom the Bell Tolls, But others, though not less 
notable, are not so readily justified: chapters from volumes still 
in print by Edmund Wilson, Alfred Kazin, and W. M. Frohock. 
It should also be pointed out that Malcolm Cowley has published 

^Ernest Hemingway: The Man and His Work, edited by John K. M. 
McCaffery. World Publishing Company, 1950. 
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better pieces on Hemingway than the profile that Mr. McCaffery 
reprints from Life. The editor might hav^e done a more useful job 
by collecting Hemingway’s unreprinted writings. These are not 
touched upon by the bibliography, which is therefore inadequate; 
and there are no notes to identify the contributors, though several 
of them require identification. Since the chronological arrange- 
ment is based on dates of books, rather than periodical publica- 
tion, it is somewhat misleadins. 

Yet when these cavils have been duly registered, it should be 
acknowledged that the book remains faithful to its protagonist. Its 
qualities and defects, like his, are journalistic — and I use that term 
in no deprecatory spirit, for journalism has more often than not 
been the school of our ablest writers, from Mark Twain to Hem- 
ingway himself. I simply refer to the losing race that fiction runs 
against fact, the hot pursuit of immediate reality in which the 
journalist outstrips the novelist, and also the risks — artistic as well 
as physical — that the imaginative writer takes by competing on 
the reporter’s ground. For one thing, the successful reporter is 
seldom content to remain a good observer; give him a by-line, and 
he starts writing about himself; and he ends by making news for 
his professional colleagues, the gossip columnists. From all ac- 
counts, including his own, it would seem that, as a correspondent 
in the last war, Hemingway saw action in more ways than one. 
It may be that his refusal to draw the line between actor and 
spectator is one of the secrets of his vitality. Herein it is reported 
by John Groth that “Hemingway’s jeep driver knew liim as Hem- 
ingway the guy, rather than Hemingway the famous writer.” And 
Mr. McCaffery devotes his particular enthusiasm to “Hemingway 
as a man among men.” We see him plain; we hear and applaud 
his feats as soldier, traveler, sportsman, athlete, and playboy; and 
sooner or later we find ourselves asking why this consummate 
extrovert should have taken the trouble to become a famous writer. 

If he was, as we are informed, “an okay joe” to his comrades 
in arms, he is something more complex to his fellow writers. 
Their collected opinions range from grudging admiration to 
fascinated suspicion. Though most of them m^e their separate 
peace with him, they leave a total impression which is fairly con- 
sistent and surprisingly hostile. The exception that proves the 
rule, in this case Elliot Paul, is the warm admirer who demon- 
strates his loyalty by belaboring Hemingway’s critics. Few of 
them are able to maintain the distinction, premised by Mr. Me- 
Caffery’s subtitle, between “the man” and “his work.” Curiously 
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enough, the single essay that undertakes to deal with craftsman- 
ship is the one that emanates from Marxist Russia. The rest, 
though they incidentally contain some illuminating comments on 
technique, seem more interested in recapitulating the phases of 
Hemingway’s career, in treating him as the spokesman of his 
generation, or in coming to grips with a natural phenomenon. 
All this is an impressive testimonial to the force of his personality. 
Yet what is personality, when it manifests itself in art, if not style? 
It is not because of the figure he cuts in the rotogravure sections, 
or for his views on philosophy and politics, that we listen to a 
leading Heldentenor. No contemporary voice has excited more ad- 
miration and envy, stimulated more imitation and parody, and had 
more effect on the rhythms of our speech than Hemingway’s has 
done. Ought we not then, first and last, to be discussing the char- 
acteristics of his prose, when we talk about a man who — as Archi- 
bald MacLeish has written — ‘'whittled a style for his time”? 

II 

Mr. Hemingway, in his turn, would hardly be himself — which he 
is, of course, quite as consciously as any writer could be — if he 
did not take a dim view of criticism. This is understandable and, 
as he would say, right: since criticism, ever seeking perspective, 
moves in the very opposite direction from his object, which has 
been immediacy. His ardent quest for experience has involved 
him in a lifelong campaign against everything that tends to get 
in its way, including those more or less labored efforts to inter- 
pret and communicate it which may be regarded — if not disre- 
garded — as academic. Those of us who live in the shelter of the 
academy will not be put off by his disregard; for most of us have 
more occasion than he to be repelled by the encrustations of 
pedantry; and many of us are predisposed to sympathize with 
him, as well as with ourselves, when he tells us what is lacking in 
critics and scholars. That he continues to do so is a mark of atten- 
tion which ought not to go unappreciated. Thus currently, in 
introducing a brilliant young Italian novelist to American readers, 
he departs from his subject to drive home a critical contrast 

The Italy that [Elio Vittorini] learned and the America that the Ameri- 
can boys learned [writes Ernest Hemingway, making a skillful transi- 
tion] has little to do with the Academic Italy or America that periodi- 
^ In Italy, by Elio Vittorini, translated by Wilfrid David, introduction by 
Ernest Hemingway. New Directions. 
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cally attacks all writing like a dust storm and is always, until everything 
shall be completely dry, dispersed by rain. 

Since Hemingway is sparing in his use of metaphors, the one he 
introduces here is significant. “Dry^asdust” has long been the lay- 
man’s stock epithet for the results of scholarly inquiry; while 
drouth, as evoked by T. S. Eliot, has become a basic symbol of 
modem anxiety. The country that seems to interest Hemingway 
most, Spain, is in some respects a literal wasteland; and his ac- 
count of it — memorably his sound track for the Joris Ivens film. 
The Spanish Earth — emphasizes its dryness. Water, the contrast- 
ing element, for Hemingw^ay as for his fellow men, symbolizes the 
purification and renewal of life. Rain beats out a cadence which 
mns through his w^ork: through A Farewell to Arms, for example, 
where it lays the dust raised by soldiers’ boots at the outset, ac- 
companies the retreat from Caporetto, and stays with the hero 
when the heroine dies — even providing the very last word at the 
end. It is rain which, in a frequently quoted paragraph, shows 
up the unreality of “the words sacred, glorious, and sacrifice and 
the expression in vain.” In the present instance, having reduced 
the contemporary situation to a handful of dust, as it were, Hem- 
ingway comes back to that sense of reality which he is willing to 
share with Vittorini. In the course of a single sentence, utilizing 
a digressive Ciceronian device, paraleipsis, he has not only 
rounded up such writers as he considers academic; he has not 
only accused them of sterility, by means of that slippery logical 
short cut which we professors term an enthymeme; but, like the 
veteran strategist he is, he has also managed to imply that they 
are the attackers and that he is fighting a strictly defensive action. 

The conflict advances into the next paragraph, which opens on 
the high note that closed the previous one and then drops down 
again anticlimacticaily: 

Rain to an academician is probably, after the first fall has cleared 
the air, H2O with, of course, traces of other things. 

Even the ultimate source of nature’s vitality is no more than a 
jejune scientific formula to us, if I may illustrate Hemingway’s 
point by paraphrasing his sentence. Whereas — and for a moment 
it seems as if the theme of fertility would be sounded soon again — 
but no, the emphasis waxes increasingly negative: 

To a good writer, needing something to bring the dry country alive so 
that it will not be a desert where only such cactus as New York literary 
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reviews grow dry and sad, inexistent without the watering of their 
benefactors, feeding on the dried manure of schism and the dusty 
taste of disputed dialectics, their only flowering a desiccated criticism 
as alive as stuffed birds, and their steady mulch the dehydrated cuds of 
fellow critics; . . . 

There is more to come, but we had better pause and ruminate 
upon this particular mouthful. Though we may or may not accept 
Hemingway’s opinion, we must admit that he makes us taste his 
distaste. Characteristically, he does not countercriticize or state 
the issue in intellectual terms. Instead he proceeds from agricul- 
ture to the dairy, through an atmosphere c^culated to make New 
Yorkers unconifortable, elaborating his earthy metaphor into a 
barnyard allegory which culminates in a scatological gesture. The 
gibe about benefactors is a curious one, since it appears to take 
commercial success as a literary criterion, and at the same time to 
identify financial support with spiritual nourishment. The hopeful 
adjective “alive,” repeated in this deadening context, is ironically 
illustrated by a musty ornithological specimen: so much for crit- 
icism! Such a phrase as “disputed dialectics,” which is unduly 
alliterative, slightly tautological, and — like “cactus” — ambiguously 
singular or plural, touches a sphere where the author seems ill at 
ease. He seems more sure of his ground when, after this muttered 
parenthesis, he returns to his starting point, turns the prepositional 
object into a subject, and sets out again toward Ms predicate, 
toward an afi&rmation of mellow fruitfulness: 

. . . such a writer finds rain to be made of knowledge, experience, 
wine, bread, oil, salt, vinegar, bed, early mornings, nights, days, the 
sea, men, women, dogs, beloved motor cars, bicycles, hills and valleys, 
the appearance and disappearance of trains on straight and curved 
tracks, love, honor and disobey, music, chamber music and chamber 
pots, negative and positive Wassermanns, the arrival and non-arrival of 
expected munitions and/or reinforcements, Replacements or your 
brother. 

These are the “other tMngs” missed by the academician and 
discerned by the “good writer” — ^whether he be Vittorini or 
Hemingway. It is by no means a casual inventory; each successive 
item, artfully chosen, has its meaningful place in the author’s 
scheme of things. Knowledge is equated with experience, rendered 
concrete by the staple fare of existence, and wet down by essential 
liquids redolent of the Mediterranean; bed, with its double range 
of elementary associations, initiates a temporal cycle wMch re- 
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volves toward the timeless sea. Men, women, and dogs follow each 
other in unrelieved sequence; but the term of endearment, “be- 
loved,” is reserved for motor cars; while wavering alternatives 
suggest the movement of other vehicles over the land. Then come 
the great abstractions, love and honor, which are undercut by 
a cynical negation of the marriage ceremony, “disobey.” Since 
chamber music sounds high-brow^, it must be balanced against the 
downright vulgarity of chamber pots. The pangs of sex are scien- 
tifically neutralized by the reference to Wassermann tests, and the 
agonies of war are deliberately stated in the cool and/or colorless 
jargon of military dispatches. The final choice, “replacements or 
your brother,” possibly echoes a twist of Continental slang {et 
ton frerel); but, more than that, it suddenly replaces a strategic 
loss with a personal bereavement. 

The sentence, though extended, is not periodic: instead of sus- 
pending its burden, it fails back on anacoluthon, the rhetoric of 
the gradual breakdown and the fresh start. Hence, the first half is 
an uncharacteristic and unsuccessful endeavor to complete an 
elaborate grammatical structure which soon gets out of control. 
The second half thereupon brings the subject as quickly and sim- 
ply as possible to its object, which opens up at once into the 
familiar Hemingway catalogue, where effects can be gained 
seriatim by order rather than by construction. After the chain of 
words has reached its climactic phrase, “your brother,” it is 
rounded out by another transitional sentence: 

All these are a part of rain to a good writer along with your hated or 
beloved mother, may she rest in peace or in pieces, porcupine quills, 
cock grouse drumming on a basswood log, the smell of sweet grass and 
fresh smoked leather and Sicily. 

This time love dares to appear in its primary human connection, 
but only in ambivalence with hatred, and die hazards of senti- 
mentality are hysterically avoided by a trite pun. And though the 
final images resolve the paragraph by coming back to the Sicilian 
locale of Vittorini’s novel, they savor more of the northern woods 
of Hemingway’s Upper Peninsula. Meanwhile the digression has 
served its purpose for him and for ourselves; it has given us noth- 
ing less than his definition of knowledge — ^not book knowledge, 
of course, but the real thing. Thus Robert Jordan decides to 
write a book about his adventures in Spain: “But only about the 
things he knew, truly, and about what he knew*” Such a book is 
Hemingway’s novel about him. For Whom the Beil Tolls; and 
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what he knew, there put into words, is already one remove away 
from experience. And when Hemingway writes about Vittorini’s 
novel, unaccustomed though he is to operating on the plane of 
criticism, he is two removes away from the objects he mentions 
in his analysis — or should I call it a hydroanalysis? Critics — and 
I have in mind Wyndham Lewis — have called his writing “the 
prose of reality.” It seems to come closer to life than other prose, 
possibly too close for Mr. Lewis, yet for better or worse it hap- 
pens to be literature. Its effectiveness lies in virtually persuading 
us that it is not writing at all. But though it may feel like walks in 
the ram or punches in the jaw, to be literal, it consists of words 
on the page. It is full of half-concealed art and self-revealing 
sacrifice. Since Hemingway is endlessly willing to explicate such 
artful and artificial pursuits as bullfighting and military tactics, 
he ought not to flinch imder technical scrutiny. 

in 

Hemingway’s hatred for the profession of letters stems quite 
obviously from a lover’s quarrel. When Richard Gordon is re- 
viled by his dissatisfied wife in To Have and Have Not, her most 
embittered epithet is “you writer.” Yet Hemingway’s writing 
abounds in salutes to various fellow writers, from the waitress’s 
anecdote about Henry James in Torrents of Spring to Colonel 
Cantwell’s spiritual affinity with D’Annunzio. And from Nick 
Adams, who takes Meredith and Chesterton along on fishing trips, 
to Hemingway himself, who arranges to be interviewed on Amer- 
ican literature in Green Hills of Africa, his heroes do not shy 
away from critical discussion. His titles, so often quoted from 
books by earlier writers, have been so apt that they have all but 
established a convention. He shows an almost academic fondness, 
as well as a remarkable flair, for epigraphs; the Colonel dies with 
a quotation on his lips. Like all of us, Hemingway has been in- 
fluenced by T. S. Eliot’s taste for Elizabethan drama and meta- 
physical poetry. Thus Hemingway’s title, ‘Tn Another Country,” 
is borrowed from a passage he elsewhere cites, which he might 
have found in Marlowe’s Jew of Malta or possibly in Eliot’s “Por- 
trait of a Lady.” A Farewell to Arms, which echoes Lovelace’s 
title, quotes in passing from Marvell’s “To His Coy Mistress,” 
echoed more recently by Robert Penn Warren, which is parodied 
in Death in the Afternoon, Hemingway is no exception to the rule 
that makes parody the starting point for realistic fiction. Just as 
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Fielding took off from Richardson, so Hemingway takes off from 
Sherwood Anderson — indeed his first novel, Torrents of Spring, 
which parodies Anderson’s Dark Laughter, is explicit in its ac- 
knowledgments to Joseph Andrews. It has passages, however, 
which read today like a pastiche of the later Hemingway: 

Yogi was worried. There was something on his mind. It was spring, 
there was no doubt of that now, and he did not want a woman. He had 
worried about it a lot lately. There was no question about it. He did 
not want a woman. He couldn’t explain it to himself. He had gone to 
the Public Library and asked for a book the night before. He looked 
at the librarian. He did not want her. Somehow she meant nothing to 
him. 

A recoil from bookishness, after a preliminary immersion in it, 
provided Fielding’s master, Cervantes, with the original impetus 
for the novel. In “A Banal Story” Hemingway provides us with 
his own variation on the theme of Don Quixote, where a writer 
sits reading about romance in a magazine advertisement, while in 
far-off Madrid a bullfighter dies and is buried. The ironic contrast 
— ^romantic preconception exploded by contact with harsh reality 
— is basic with Hemingway, as it has been with aU novelists who 
have written effectively about war. The realism of his generation 
reacted, not only against Wilsonian idealism, but against Wilsonian 
rhetoric. Hence the famous paragraph from the Caporetto episode 
describing Frederic Henry’s embarrassment before such abstract 
words as “glory” and “honor,” which seem to him obscene beside 
the concrete names of places and numbers of roads. For a Span- 
iard, Hemingway notes in Death in the Afternoon, the abstraction 
may still have concreteness: honor may be “as real a thing as 
water, wine, or olive oil.” It is not so for us: “All our words from 
loose using have lost their edge.” And “The Gambler, The Nun, 
and The Radio” brmgs forward a clinching example: “Liberty, 
what we believed in, now the name of a Macfadden publication.” 
That same story trails off in a litany which reduces a Marxist 
slogan to meaninglessness; “the opium of the people” is everything 
and nothing. Even more desolating, in “A Clean, Well-Lighted 
Place,” is the reduction of the Lord’s prayer to nothingness: “Our 
nada who art in nada . . Since words have become inflated 
and devalued, Hemingway is willing to recognize no values save 
those which can be immediately felt and directly pointed out. It 
is his verbal skepticism which leads toward what some critics 
have called his moM nihilism. Anything serious had better be 
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said with a smile, stranger. The classic echo, “irony and pity/’ 
jingles through The Sun Also Rises like a singing commercial. 

There is something in common between this attitude and the 
familiar British habit of understatement. “No pleasure in anything 
if you mouth it too much,” says WEson, the guide in “The Short 
Happy Life of Francis Macomber.” Yet Jake, the narrator of The 
Sun Also Rises, protests — in the name of American garrulity — 
that the English use fewer words than the Eskimos. Spanish, the 
language of Hemingway’s preference, is at once emotive and 
highly formal. His Spanish, to judge from Death in the Afternoon, 
is just as ungrammatical as his English. In “The Undefeated” his 
Spanish bullfighters are made to speak the slang of American 
prize fighters. Americanisms and Hispanisms, archaic and polyglot 
elements, are so intermingled in For Whom the Bell Tolls that 
it calls to mind what Ben Jonson said of The Faerie Queen: “Spen- 
ser writ no language.” Hemingway offers a succinct example by 
translating ''Eras mucho caballo'' as “Thou wert plenty of horse,” 
It is somewhat paradoxical that a writer, having severely cut down 
his English vocabulary, should augment it by continual importa- 
tion from other languages, including the Swahili. But this is a 
facet of the larger paradox that a writer so essentially American 
should set the bulk of bis work against foreign backgrounds. His 
characters, expatriates for the most part, wander through the 
ruins of Babel, smattering many tongues and speaking a demotic 
version of their own. Obscenity presents another linguistic prob- 
lem, for which Hemingway is not responsible; but his coy ways of 
circumventing the taboos of censorship are more of a distraction 
than the conventional blanks. When he does permit himself an 
expression not usually considered printable, in Death in the After- 
noon, the context is significant. His interlocutor, the Old Lady, 
requests a definition and he politely responds: “Madam, we ap- 
ply the term now to describe unsoundness in abstract conversa- 
tion or, indeed, any overmetaphysical tendency in speech.” 

For language, as for literature, his feeling is strongly ambiv- 
alent. Perhaps it could be summed up by Pascal’s maxim: "La 
vraie eloquence se moque de Veloquence” Like the notorious 
General Cambronne, Hemingway feels that one short spontaneous 
vulgarism is more honest than all those grandUoquent slogans 
which rhetoricians dream up long after the battle. The disparity 
between rhetoric and experience, which became so evident during 
the First World War, prompted the twenties to repudiate the 
genteel stylistic tradition and to accept the American vernacular 
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as our norm of literary discourse. “Literary” is a contradiction in 
terms, for the resultant style is basically oral; and when the semi- 
literate speaker takes pen in hand, as Hemingway demonstrates in 
“One Reader Writes” — as H. L. Mencken demonstrated in “A 
Short View of Gamalielese” — the result is even more artificial 
than if it had been written by a writer. A page is always flat, and 
we need perspective to make it convey the illusion of life in the 
round. Yet the very fact that words mean so much less to us than 
the things they represent in our lives is a stimulus to our imagina- 
tions. In “Fathers and Sons” young Nick Adams reads that Caruso 
has been arrested for “mashing,” and asks his father the meaning 
of that expression. 

“It is one of the most heinous of crimes,” his father answered. Nick’s 
imagination pictured the great tenor doing something strange, bizarre, 
and heinous with a potato masher to a beautiful lady who looked like 
the pictures of Anna Held on the inside of cigar boxes. He resolved, 
with considerable horror, that when he was old enough he would try 
mashing at least once. 

The tone of this passage is not altogether typical of Hemingway. 
Rather, as the point of view detaches itself affectionately and 
ironically from the youth, it approximates the early Joyce. This 
may help to explain why it suggests a more optimistic approach 
to language than the presumption that, since phrases can be 
snares and delusions, their scope should be limited to straight de- 
notation. The powers of connotation, the possibilities of oblique 
suggestion and semantic association, are actually grasped by 
Hemingway as well as any writer of our time. Thus he can retro- 
spectively endow a cheap and faded term like “mashing” with 
all the promise and poetry of awakening manhood. When Nick 
grows up, foreign terms will hold out the same allure to him; 
like Frederic Henry, he wiE seek the actuality that resides behind 
the names of places; and Robert Jordan will first be attracted to 
Spain as a professional philologist. But none of them will find 
an equivalence between the word and the thing; and Hemingway, 
at the end of Death in the Afternoon, laments that no book is big 
enough to do final justice to its living subject. “There was so much 
to write,” the dying writer realizes in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” 
and his last thoughts are moving and memorable recollections of 
some of the many things that now go unwritten. Walt Whit- 
man stated this challenge and this dilemma, for all good writers, 
when he spoke of expressing the mexpressible. 
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IV 

The inevitable compromise, for Hemingway, is best expressed by 
his account of Romero’s bullfighting style: “the holding of his 
purity of line through the maximum of exposure.” The maximum 
of exposure — this throws much light upon the restlessness of 
Hemingway’s career, but here we are primarily concerned with 
the holding of his purity of line. It had to be the simplest and most 
flexible of lines in order to accommodate itself to his desperate 
pursuit of material. His purgation of language has aptly been com- 
pared, by Robert Penn Warren, to the revival of diction that 
Wordsworth accomplished with Lyrical Ballads, Indeed the ques- 
tion that Coleridge afterward raised might once again be asked: 
why should the speech of some men be more real than that of 
others? Today that question restates itself in ideological terms: 
whether respect for the common man necessitates the adoption of 
a commonplace standard. Everyone who writes faces the same 
old problems, and the original writers — like Wordsworth or Hem- 
ingway — are those who develop new ways of meeting them. The 
case of Wordsworth would show us, if that of Hemingway did not, 
that those who break down conventions tend to substitute conven- 
tions of their own. Hemingway’s prose is not without precedents; 
it is interesting to recall that his maiden effort, published by The 
Double Dealer in 1922, parodied the King James Bible. He has 
his forerunners in American fiction, from Cooper to Jack London, 
whose conspicuous lack was a style as dynamic as their subject 
matter. The rmg-tailed roarers of the frontier, such as Davy 
Crockett, were Colonel Cantwell’s brothers under the skin; but, as 
contrasted with the latter’s tragic conception of himself, they were 
mock-heroic and seriocomic figures, who recommend themselves 
to the reader’s condescension. Mark Twain has been the most 
genuine influence, and Hemingway has acknowledged this by de- 
claring — with sweeping generosity — ^that Huckleberry Finn is the 
source of all modem American literature. 

But Mark Twain was conducting a monologue, a virtual tour de 
force of impersonation, and he ordinarily kept a certain distance 
between his narrative role and his characters. And among Heming- 
way’s elder contemporaries, Ring Lardner was a kind of ventril- 
oquist, who made devastating use of the vernacular to satirize the 
vulgarity and stupidity of his dummies. It remained for Heming- 
way — along with Anderson — ^to identify himself wholly with 
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the lives he wrote about, not so much entering into them as allow- 
ing them to take possession of him, and accepting — along with 
their sensibilities^ and perceptions — the limitations of their point 
of view and the limits of their range of expression. We need make 
no word count to be sure that his literary vocabula^\^ with for- 
eign and technical exceptions, consists of relatively few and short 
words. The corollary, of course, is that every word sees a good 
deal of hard use. Furthermore, his syntax is informal to the point 
of fluidity, simplifying as far as possible the already simple system 
of English inflections. Thus “who’^ is normally substituted for 
“whom,” presumably to avoid schoolmarmish correctness; and 
“that,” doing duty for “which,” seems somehow less prophetic of 
complexity. Personal pronouns frequently get involved in what is 
stigmatized, by teachers of freshman composition, as faulty refer- 
ence; there are sentences in which it is hard to tell the hunter from 
his quarry or the bullfighter from the bull. “When his father died 
he was only a kid and his manager buried him perpetually.” So 
begins, rather confusingly, “The Mother of a Queen.” Sometimes 
it seems as if Hemingway were taking pains to be ungrammatical, 
as do many educated people out of a twisted sense of noblesse 
oblige. Yet when he comes closest to pronouncing a moral, the 
last words of Harry Morgan — ^the analphabetic hero of To Hcxve 
and Have Not — seem to be half-consciously fumbling toward 
some grammatical resolution: “A man . . . ain’t got no hasn’t 
got any can’t really isn’t any way out. . . .” 

The effectiveness of Hemingway’s method depends very largely 
upon his keen ear for speech. His conversations are vivid, often 
dramatic, although he comes to depend too heavily upon them 
and to scant the other obligations of the novelist. Many of his 
wisecracks are quotable out of context, but as Gertrude Stein 
ivarned him: “Remarks are not literature.” He can get his story 
told, and still be as conversational as he pleases, by telling it in the 
first person. “Brother, that was some storm,” says the narrator, 
and the reader hears the very tone of his voice. In one of Hem- 
ingway’s critical digressions, he declares that he has always sought 
“the real thing, the sequence of motion and fact which made 
[^zc] the emotion. . - This seems to imply the clear-cut mecha- 
nism of verbal stimulus and psychological response that Eliot 
formulates in his theory of the objective correlative. In practice, 
however, Hemingway is no more of a behaviorist than Eliot, and 
the sharp distinction between motion and emotion is soon blurred. 
Consider his restricted choice of adjectives, and the heavy load of 
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subjective implicatioE carried by such uncertain monosyllables 
as “jBine” and “nice.” From examples on nearly every page, we 
are struck by one which helps to set the scene for A Farewell to 
Arms: “The town was very nice and our house was very fine.” 
Such descriptions — if we may consider them descriptions — are ob- 
viously not designed for pictorial effect. When the Colonel is 
tempted to call some fishing boats picturesque, he corrects him- 
self: “The hell with picturesque. They are just damned beautiful.” 
Where “picturesque” might sound arty and hence artificial, 
“beautiful” — with “damned” to take off the curse — is permissible 
because Hemingway has packed it with his own emotional charge. 
He even uses it in For Whom the Bell Tolls to express his 
esthetic appreciation of gunfire. Like “fine” and “nice,” or “good” 
and “lovely,” it does not describe; it evaluates. It is not a stimulus 
but a projected response, a projection of the narrator’s euphoria 
in a given situation. Hemingway, in effect, is saying to the reader: 
Having wonderful time. Wish you were here. 

In short, he is communicating excitement; and if this com- 
munication is received, it establishes a uniquely personal rela- 
tionship; but when it goes astray, the diction goes flat and 
vague. Hemingway manages to sustain his reputation for con- 
creteness by an exploring eye for the incident^ detail. The one 
typescript of his diat I have seen, his carbon copy of “The 
!l^ers” now in the Harvard College Library, would indicate that 
the arc light and the tipped-back derby hat were later observa- 
tions than the rest. Precision at times becomes so arithmetical 
that, in “The Light of the World,” it lines up his characters like a 
drOl sergeant: “Down at the station there were five whores waiting 
for the train to come in, and six white men and four Indians.” 
Numbers enlarge the irony that concludes the opening chapter 
of A Farewell to Arms when, after a far from epic invocation, a 
casual introduction to the landscape, and a dusty record of troops 
falling back through the autumn, rain brings the cholera which 
kills off “only seven thousand.” A trick of multiplication, which 
Hemingway may have picked up from Gertrude Stein, is to 
generalize the specific episode: “They always picked the finest 
places to have the quarrels.” When he offers this general view 
of a restaurant — “It was full of smoke and drinking and singing” 
— ^he is an impressionist if not an abstractionist. Thence to ex- 
pressionism is an easy step; , the room whirled.” It hap- 
pens that, under pressure from his first American publishers, the 
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author was compelled to modify the phrasing of "‘Mr. and Mrs. 
Elliott/’ In the original version, subsequently restored, the title 
characters “ti^ to have a baby.” In the modified version they 
“th ink of having a baby.” It could be argued that, in characteriz- 
ing this rather tepid couple, the later verb is more expressive and 
no more euphemistic than the earlier one; that “think,” at any 
rate, is not less precise or effectual than “try.” But, whereas the 
sense of effort came naturally, the cerebration was an afterthought. 

If we regard the adjective as a luxury, decorative more often 
than functional, we can well understand why Hemingway doesn’t 
cultivate it. But, assuming that the sentence derives its energy 
from the verb, we are in for a shock if we expect his verbs to be 
numerous or varied or emphatic. His usage supports C. K. Ogden’s 
argument that verb forms are disappearing from English gram- 
mar. Without much self-deprivation, Hemingway could get along 
on the so-called “operators” of Basic English, the sixteen mono- 
syllabic verbs that stem from movements of the body. The sub- 
stantive verb to be is predominant, characteristically introduced 
by an expletive. Thus the first story of In Our Time begins, and 
the last one ends, with the storyteller’s gambit: “there was,” 
“there were.” In the first two pages of A Farewell to Arms nearly 
every other sentence is of this type, and the third page employs 
the awkward construction, “there being.” There is — find the 
habit contagious — a tendency to immobilize verbs by transposing 
them into gerunds. Instead of writing they fought or we did not 
feel, Hemingway writes “there was fighting” and “there was not 
the feeling of a storm coming.” The subject does little more than 
point impersonally at its predicate: an object, a situation, an 
emotion. Yet the idiom, like the French il y a, is ambiguous; in- 
version can turn the gesture of pointing into a physical act; 
and the indefinite adverb can indicate, if not specify, a definite 
place. Contrast, with the opening of A Farewell to Arms, that of 
“In Another Country” : “In the fall the war was always there, but 
we did not go to it any more.” The negative is even more striking, 
when Frederic Henry has registered the sensations of his wound, 
and dares to look at it for the first time, and notes: “My knee 
wasn’t there.” The adverb is there rather than here, the verb is 
was rather than is, because we — ^the readers — are separated from 
the event in space and time. But the narrator has Hved through 
it, like the Ancient Mariner, and now he chooses his words to grip 
and transfix us. Lo! he says. Look! I was there. 
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Grranted, then, that Hemingway’s diction is thin; that, in the 
technical sense, his syntax is weak; and that he would rather be 
caught dead than seeking the mot juste or the balanced phrase. 
Granted that his adjectives are not colorful and his verbs not 
particularly energetic. Granted that he commits as many literary 
oSenses as Mark Twain brought to book with Fenimore Cooper. 
What is behind his indubitable punch, the unexampled dynamics 
of Hemingway’s style? How does he manage, as he does, to ani- 
mate this characteristic sentence from “After the Storm”? 

I said “Who killed him?“ and he said “I don’t know who killed him 
but he’s dead all right,” and it was dark and there was water standing 
in the street and no lights and windows broke and boats all up in the 
town and trees blown down and everything all blown and I got a skiff 
and went out and found my boat where I had her inside of Mango Key 
and she was ail right only she was full of water. 

Here is a good example of Hemingway’s “sequence of motion 
and fact.” It starts from dialogue and leads into first-person ac- 
tion; but the central description is a single clause, where the 
expletive takes the place of the observer and his observations 
are registered one by one. Hence, for the reader, it lives up to 
Robert Jordan’s intention: “you . . . feel that all that happened 
to you.” Hemingway puts his emphasis on nouns because, among 
parts of speech, they come closest to things. Stringing them along 
by means of conjunctions, he approximates the actual flow of 
experience. For him, as for Marion Tweedy Bloom, the key word 
is and, with its renewable promise of continuity, occasionally 
varied by then and so. The rhetorical scheme is polysyndeton — a 
large name for the childishly simple habit of linking sentences 
together. The subject, when it is not taken for granted, merely 
puts us in touch with the predicate: the series of objects that 
Hemingway wants to point out. Even a preposition can turn this 
trick, as “with” does in this account of El Sordo waiting to see 
the whites of his enemy’s eyes: 

Come on, Coinrade Voyager . . . Keep on coming with your eyes 
forward . . . Look. With a red face and blond hair and blue eyes. 
With no cap on and his moustache is yellow. With blue eyes. With pale 
blue eyes. With pale blue eyes with something wrong with them. With 
pale blue eyes that don’t focus. Close enough. Too close. Yes, Comrade 
Voyager. Take it. Comrade Voyager. 
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Prose gets as near as it can to physical conflict here. The figure 
enlarges as it advances, the quickening impression grows clear and 
sharp and almost unbearable, whereupon it is blackened out by 
El Sordo’s rifle. Each clipped sentence, each prepositional phrase, 
is like a new frame in a strip of film; indeed the whole passage, 
like so many others, might have been filmed by the camera and 
projected on the screen. The course of Harry Morgan’s launch 
speeding through the Gulf Stream, or of Frederic Henry’s fantasy 
ascending the elevator with Catherine Barkley, is given this 
cinematographic presentation. Green Hills of Africa voices the 
long-range ambition of obtaining a fourth and fifth dimension in 
prose. Yet if the subordinate clause and the complex sentence 
are the usual ways for writers to obtain a third dimension, Hem- 
ingway keeps his writing on a linear plane. He holds the purity 
of his line by moving in one direction, ignoring sidetracks and 
avoiding structural complications. By presenting a succession of 
images, each of which has its brief moment when it commands 
the reader’s undivided attention, he achieves his special vividness 
and fluidity. For what he lacks in structure he makes up in se- 
quence, carefully ordering visual impressions as he sets them 
down and ironically juxtaposing the various items on his lists and 
inventories. “A Way You’ll Never Be” opens with a close-up 
showing the debris on a battlefield, variously specifying muni- 
tions, medicaments, and leftovers from a field Idtchen, then closing 
in on the scattered papers with this striking montage effect: . . 

group postcards showing the machine-gun unit standing in ranked 
and ruddy cheerfulness as in a football picture for a college an- 
nual; now they were humped and swollen in the grass. . . It 
is not surprising that Hemingway’s verse, published by Poetry in 
1923, is recognizably imagistic in character — and perhaps his later 
heroics are foreshadowed by the subject of one of those poems, 
Theodore Roosevelt. 

In her observant book, UAge du roman americain, Qaude- 
Edmonde Magny stresses Hemingway’s ‘‘exaltation of the instant.” 
We can note how this emphasis is reflected in his timing, which — 
after his placing has bridged the distance from there to here — 
strives to close the gap between then and now. Where Baude- 
laire’s clock said “remember” in many languages, Robert Jordan’s 
memory says: “Now, ahora, maintenant, heute"" When death in- 
terrupts a dream, in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” the ulti- 
mate reality is heralded by a rising insistence upon the word 
“now.” It is not for nothing that Hemingway is the younger con- 
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temporary of Proust and Joyce. Though his time is neither le 
temps perdu nor the past nostalgically recaptured, he spends it 
gathering roses while he can, to the ever-accelerating rhythm of 
headlines and telegrams and loud-speakers. The act, no sooner 
done than said, becomes simultaneous with the word, no sooner 
said than felt. Hemingway goes so far, in “Fathers and Sons,” as 
to render a sexual embrace by an onomatopoetic sequence of 
adverbs. But, unlike Damon Runyon and Dickens, he seldom 
narrates in the present tense, except in such sporting events as 
“Fifty Grand.” Rather, his timeliness expresses itself in con- 
tinuous forms of the verb and in his fondness for all kinds of 
participial constructions. These, compounded and multiplied, 
create an ambience of overwhelming activity, and the epithets 
shift from El Sordo’s harassed feelings to the impact of tihe re- 
iterated bullets, as Hemingway recounts “the last lung-aching, 
leg-dead, mouth-dry, bullet-spatting, bullet-cracking, bullet-sing- 
ing run up the fini slope of the hill.” More often the meaning 
takes the opposite turn, and moves from the external plane into 
the range of a character’s senses, proceeding serially from the 
visual to the tactile, as it does when the “Wine of Wyoming” is 
sampled: “It was very light and clear and good and still tasted 
of the grapes.” 

When Nick Adams goes fishing, the temperature is very tangibly 
indicated: “It was getting hot, the sun hot on the back of his 
neck.” The remark about the weather is thereby extended in two 
directions, toward the distant source of the heat and toward its 
immediate perception. Again in “Big Two-Hearted River,” Nick’s 
fatigue is measured by the weight of his pack: . . it was heavy. 

It was much too heavy.” As in the movies, the illusion of move- 
ment is produced by repeating the same shot with further modifica- 
tion every time. Whenever a new clause takes more than one step 
ahead, a subsequent clause repeats it in order to catch up. Repeti- 
tion, as in “Up in Michigan,” brings the advancing narrative 
back to an initial point of reference. “Liz liked Jim very much. 
She liked it the way he walked over from the shop and often went 
to the kitchen door to watch him start down the road. She liked 
it about his moustache. She liked it about how white his teeth 
were when he smiled.” The opaque verb “like,” made increasingly 
transparent, is utilized five more times in this paragraph; and 
the fumbling preposition “about” may be an acknowledgment 
of Hemingway’s early debt to Gertrude Stein. The situation is 
located somewhere between a subjective Liz and an objective Jim. 
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The theme of love is always a test of Hemingway’s objectivity. 
When Frederic kisses Catherine, her responses are not less mov- 
ing because they are presented through his reflexes; but it is her 
sentimental conversation which leaves him free to ask himself: 
‘‘What the hell?” At first glance, in a behavioristic formula which 
elsewhere recurs, Colonel Cantwell seems so hard-boiled that mo- 
tions are his only emotions: “He saw that his hand was trembling.” 
But his vision is blurred by conventionally romantic tenderness 
when he contemplates a heroine whose profile “could break your 
... or anyone else’s heart.” Hemingway’s heroines, when they 
aren’t bitches, are fantasies — or rather, the masculine reader is in- 
vited to supply his own, as with the weather in Mark Twain’s 
American Claimant. They are pin-up girls. 

If beauty lies in the eye of the beholder, Hemingway’s purpose 
is to make his readers beholders. This is easily done when the 
narration is conducted in the first person; we can sit down and 
drink, with Jake Barnes, and watch Paris walk fay. The inter- 
polated chapters of In Our Time, most of them reminiscences 
from the army, employ the collective we; but, except for “My 
Old Man,” the stories themselves are told in the third person. 
Sometimes, to strengthen the sense of identification, they make 
direct appeal to the second person; the protagonist of “&ldier’s 
Home” is “you” as well as “he” — and, more generally, “a fellow.” 
With the exception of Jake’s confessions, that is to say The Sun 
Also Rises, all of Hemingway’s novels are written in the style 
indirect litre — indirect discourse which more or less closely fol- 
lows the consciousness of a central character. An increasing 
tendency for the author to intrude, commenting in his own per- 
son, is one of the weaknesses of Across the River. He derives his 
strength from a power to visualize episodes through the eyes of 
those most directly involved; for a page, in “The Short Happy 
Life of Francis Macomber,” the hunt is actually seen from the 
beast’s point of view. Hemingway’s use of interior monologue is 
effective when sensations from the outer world are entering the 
stream of a character’s consciousness, as they do with such a rush 
at El Sordo’s last stand. But introspection is not Hemingway’s 
genre, and the night thoughts of To Have and Have Not are 
among his least successful episodes. His best are events, which 
are never far to seek; things are constantly happening in his 
world; his leg-man, Nick Adams, happens to be the eyewitness of 
“The Killers.” The state of mind that Hemingway communicates 
to us is the thrill that Nick got from skiing in “Cross Country 
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Snow,” which “plucked Nick’s mind out and left him only the 
wonderful, flying, dropping sensation in his body,” 

VI 

K psychological theories could be proved by works of fiction, 
Hemingway would lend his authority to the long-contested formula 
of William James, which equates emotion with bodily sensation. 
Most other serious writers, however, would bear witness to deeper 
ranges of sensibility and more complex processes of motivation 
than those he sees fit to describe. Some of them have accused 
Hemingway of aggressive anti-intellectualism: I am thinking par- 
ticularly of Aldous Huxley. But Huxley’s own work is so pure 
an example of all that Hemingway has recoiled from, so intel- 
lectual in the airiest sense, and so unsupported by felt experience, 
that the argument has played into Hemingway’s hands. We have 
seen enough of the latter to know that he doesn’t really hate books 
— himself having written a dozen, several of which are, and will 
remain, the best of their kind. As for his refusal to behave like a 
man of letters, he reminds us of Hotspur, who professes to be a 
laconic philistine and turns out — with no little grandiloquence — 
to be the most poetic character in Shakespeare’s play. Further- 
more, it is not Hemingway, but the sloganmongers of our epoch, 
who have debased the language; he has been attempting to restore 
some decent degree of correspondence between words and things; 
and the task of verification is a heavy one, which throws the indi- 
vidual back on his personal resources of awareness. That he has 
succeeded within limits, and with considerable strain, is less im- 
portant than that he has succeeded, that a few more aspects of 
life have been captured for literature. MeanwhUe the word con- 
tinues to dematerialize, and has to be made flesh all over again; 
the firsthand perception, once it gets written down, becomes the 
secondhand notation; and the writer, who attains his individuality 
by repudiatmg literary affectation, ends by finding that he has struck 
a new pose and founded another school. 

It is understandable why no critique of Hemingway, including 
this one, can speak for long of the style without speaking of the 
man. Improving on Buffon, Mark Schorer recently wrote: “[Hem- 
ingway’s] style is not only his subject, it is his view of life.” It 
could also be called his way of life, his LebenstiL It has led him to 
live Ms books, to brave the maximum of exposure, to tour the 
world in an endless search for wars and their moral equivalents. 



levin: the style of hemingway 


113 


It has cast him in the special role of our agent, our plenipoten- 
tiary, our roving correspondent on whom we depend for news 
from the fighting fronts of modem consciousness. Here he is, the 
man who was there. His writing seems so intent upon the actual, 
so impersonal in its surfaces, that it momentarily prompts us to 
overlook the personality behind them. That would be a serious 
mistake; for the point of view, though brilliantly intense, is nar- 
rowly focused and obliquely angled. We must ask: who is this 
guide to whom we have entmsted ourselves on intimate terms 
in dangerous places? Where are his limitations? What are his 
values? We may well discover that they differ from our assump- 
tions, when he shows us a photograph of a bullfighter close to a 
bull, and comments: ‘Tf there is no blood on his belly after- 
wards you ought to get your money back.” We may be ungrate- 
ful to question such curiosity, when we are indebted to it for 
many enlargements of our vicarious knowledge; and it may well 
spring from the callowness of the tourist rather than the morbidity 
of the voyeur, from the American zest of the fan who pays his 
money to reckon the carnage. When Spain’s great poet Garcia 
Lorca celebrated the very same theme, averting his gaze from 
the spilling of the blood, his refrain was ''Que no quiero verla!'* 
(‘T do not want to see it!”) 

Yet Hemingway wants to see everything — or possibly he wants 
to be in a position to tell us that he has seen everything. While 
the boy Nick, his seeing eye, eagerly watches a Caesarean child- 
birth in “Indian Camp,” the far from impassive husband turns 
away; and it is later discovered that he has killed himself. “He 
couldn’t stand things ...” so runs the diagnosis of Nick’s father, 
the doctor. This, for Nick, is an initiation to suffering and death; 
but with the sunrise, shortly afterward, youth and well-being 
reassert themselves; and the end of the story reaffirms the gen- 
eralization that Hazlitt once drew: “No young man ever thinks 
he sh^ die.” It is easy enough for such a young man to stand 
things, for he is not yet painfully involved in them; he is not a 
sufferer but a wide-eyed onlooker, to whom the word “mashing” 
holds out mysterious enticements. Hemingway’s projection of this 
attitude has given his best work perennial youthfulness; it has 
also armed his critics with the accusation that, like his Robert 
Cohn, he is “a case of arrested development.” If this be so, his 
plight is generalized by the Englishman Wilson, who observes 
that “Americans stay Htde boys . . . aH their lives.” And the 
object of Wilson’s observation, Francis Macomber, would fur- 
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nish a classic case history for Adler, if not for Freud — the mascu- 
line sense of inferiority which seeks to overcome itself by acts of 
prowess, both sanguinary and sexual. Despite these two sources 
of excitement, the story is a plaintive modulation of two rather 
dissonant themes: None but the brave deserves the fair and The 
female of the species is deadlier than the male. After Francis 
Macomber has demonstrated his manhood, the next step is death. 
The world that remains most alive to Hemingway is that stretch 
between puberty and maturity which is stricQy governed by the 
ephebic code: a w^orld of mixed apprehension and bravado be- 
fore the rite of passage, the baptism of fire, the introduction to 
sex. 

Afterward comes the boasting, along with such surviving ideals 
as Hemingway subsumes in the word co Jones — the English 
equivalent sounds more skeptical. But for Jake Barnes, all passion 
spent in the First World War, or for Colonel Cantwell, tired and 
disgruntled by the Second, the aftermath can only be elegiac. The 
weather-beaten hero of Across the River, which appears in 1950, 
is fifty years old and uneasily conscious of that fact; whereas “the 
childish, drunken heroics” of The Sun Also Rises took place just 
about twenty-five years ago. From his spectacular arrival in the 
twenties, Hemingway’s course has paralleled that of our century; 
and now, at its mid-point, he balks like the rest of us before the 
responsibilities of middle age. When, if ever, does the enfant du 
siecle, that enfant terrible, grow up? (Not necessarily when he 
grows a beard and calls himself “Mr. Papa.”) Frederic Henry 
plunges into the Po much as Huck Finn dived into the Mississippi, 
but emerges to remind us even more pointedly of Fabrice del 
Dongo in Stendhal’s Chartreuse de Parme, and of our great con- 
temporary shift from transatlantic innocence to Old-World ex- 
perience. Certain intimations of later years are present in Hem- 
ingway’s earlier stories, typically Ad Francis, the slap-happy 
ex-champ in “The Battler.” Even in “Fifty Grand,” his most con- 
trived tale, the beat-up prizefighter suffers more than he acts and 
wins by losing — a situation which has its corollary in the title 
of Hemingway’s third collection, Winner Take Nothing. The ulti- 
mate article of his credo, which he shares with Malraux and 
Sartre, is the good fight for the lost cause. And the ultimate 
protagonist is Jesus in “Today Is Friday,” whose crucifixion is 
treated like an athletic feat, and whose capacity for taking punish- 
ment rouses a fellow feeling in the Roman soldiers. The stoic or 
masochistic determination to take it brings us back from Heming- 
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way to his medium, which — although it eschews the passive voice 
— is essentially a receiving instrument, especially sensitized for 
recording a series of violent shocks. 

The paradox of toughness and sensitivity is resolved, and the 
qualities and defects of his writing are reconciled, if we merely 
remember that he was — and still is — a poet. That he is not a 
novelist by vocation, if it were not revealed by his books, could 
be inferred from his well-known retort to F. Scott Fitzgerald. For 
Fitzgerald the rich were different — not quantitatively, because 
they had more money, but qualitatively, because he had a novel- 
istic interest in manners and morals. Again, when we read Andre 
Gide’s reports from the Congo, we realize what Green Hills of 
Africa lacks in the way of social or psychological insight. As 
W. M. Frohock has perceived, Hemingway is less concerned with 
human relations than with his own relationship to the universe — 
a concern which might have spontaneously flowered into poetry. 
His talents come out most fully in the texture of his work, whereas 
the structure tends to be episodic and uncontrived to the point of 
formlessness. For Whom the Bell Tolls, the only one of his six 
novels that has been carefully constructed, is in some respects an 
overexpanded short story. Editors rejected his earliest stories on 
the grounds that they were nothing but sketches and anecdotes, 
thereby paying incidental tribute to his sense of reality. Fragments 
of truth, ^ter all, are the best that a writer can offer; and, as 
Hemingway has said, “. . . Any part you make will represent 
the whole if it’s made truly.” In periods as confusing as the pres- 
ent, when broader and maturer representations are likely to 
falsify, we are fortunate if we can find authenticity in the lyric 
cry, the adolescent mood, the tangible feeling, the trigger re- 
sponse. If we think of Hemingway’s temperamental kinship with 
E. E. Cummings, and of Cummings’ “Buffalo Bill” or “Olaf glad 
and big,” it is easy to think of Hemingway as a poet. After the 
attractions and distractions of timeliness have been outdated, to- 
gether with categorical distinctions between the rich and the poor, 
perhaps he will be remembered for a poetic vision which renews 
our interrupted contact with the timeless elements of man’s ex- 
istence: bread, wine, bed, music, and a few more concrete-uni- 
versals. When El Sordo raises his glance from the battlefield, he 
looks up at the identical patch of blue sky that Henry Fleming 
saw in The Red Badge of Courage and that looked down on 
Prince Andrey in War mid Peace. 


Harry Levin 
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Hemingway in Italy 

I must apologize if, speaking of the influence of modem 
American authors on Italian fiction, I begin by quoting myself. 
The first article that ever appeared in Italy on Hemingway was 
published in the Turin daily paper La Stampa in June, 1929, with 
my signature. Hemingway’s first important book, In Our Time, 
had been published five years before, in 1924, so the Italian press 
was not doing badly this time in keeping the public informed of 
literary events in the Anglo-Saxon world. I won’t say that twenty 
years is the usual time the light of a foreign star takes to travel 
as far as Italy, but literary vogues usually did take more than 
five years to reach us in the twenties, and usually came via France. 
There was no question of a French intermediary this time. The 
circumstances in which I came to know of Hemingway rob my 
“discovery” a little of its glamour. At that time I was teaching in 
an English university, and, whenever I was in London, I used 
to see T. S. Eliot and the people of the Criterion, of which I was 
a contributor, and I think I owe to Eliot my first acquaintance 
with Hemingway’s work. My reaction was immediate, and the 
article I wrote in La Stampa, with the tide ''Un giovane narratore 
americano/' contained a challenge which was not left unanswered 
by the Italian literary press. This was what I said: 

Our present period seems to mark the triumph of narrative art. I do 
not only speak of France and England, where the traditions of the 
novel and the short story can be traced back to a distant date, but 
even Italy teems with skillful storytellers. Nowadays, nearly everybody 
in Italy seems to know how to write a plausible story. It is the gold 
reserve of narrative genius accumulated during the last century which 
allows so much paper currency in our time. Because, after aU, we live 
on the crumbs of tbe banquet of the great French, Russian, and Eng- 
lish novelists of the nineteenth century; and today’s stories are well con- 
trived, and convincing, because their authors have learned a lesson 
either from Chekhov, or from Henry James, or from Proust It is not 
even strictly necessary that young authors should take the trouble of 
reading the classics of the novel; their lesson is in the air. The short 
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story has reached its moment of perfection and saturation just as the 
sonnet had done in the sixteenth century, when sonnets, so to say, got 
written by themselves, so saturated was the air with Petrarchan strains. 
And as in the sixteenth century even grammarians knew how to polish 
off a pretty sonnet, so nowadays even critics know how to write a 
plausible short story. One wonders what is going to survive out of so 
much fecundity. The case of the sixteenth-century sonneteers, all per- 
fect and interchangeable — seldom if ever read by posterity — is a 
warning. 

Now Ernest Hemingway has a new accent in this multitude of story- 
tellers; it would be next to impossible to find in him an echo of the 
current recipes. Maybe because he is an American, and America may 
be considered relatively virgin soil, so far as literary traditions are con- 
cerned. If you have to think of somebody else, you may think of Defoe, 
who in Moll Flanders causes his heroine to talk in a sublimated version 
of the style of a maidservant’s letter. Nothing, at first, seems simpler 
than Hemingway’s technique: he confines himself to repeating speeches 
almost dryly, to describing the scene with the barest particulars. His 
style adheres to the outlines of things with an almost impersonal firm- 
ness. If one can talk of an objective style, it is his. There is nothing in 
him of that cerebral tendency which cannot do away with certain 
standards and categories, and no sooner contemplates an object than 
it deforms and judges it, so as to give an artificial, rhetorical, vision of 
the world- ... It would be difficult to imagine a more elementary 
style than Hemingway’s: the greatest possible economy of means, as in 
a natural process. He wraps things round by a repeat^ verbal contact; 
he seems to possess the spontaneous wisdom of the dowser, who di- 
vines the presence of underground water. Hemingway relates half a 
sentence, sketches the expression of a face, a twitching of the lips, a 
nothing; but this nothing throws light on a whole situation; a maximum 
of evocation with a minimum display of means. One may object that 
this can be said of the art of every great storyteller, but the novelty 
consists in this, that the austere fitness which in a European is, as a rule, 
the result of a laborious process of simplification, seems to exist natu- 
rally in this American. He cannot help adhering to the things he de- 
scribes, so much so that a sophisticated reader may find his way of ap- 
proach monotonous in the long run. Any subject is good for Heming- 
way: a fishing party, a conversation overheard in a military hospital or 
in a sleeping car or in a bar, a boxing match, a bullfight He has a 
definite propensity for subjects of this latter description, since he seems 
sometimes to identify “life” with the display of violence and brutality, 
so that blows and blood appear occasionally to be regarded as hi^ 
human values. But Hemingway has not read Pirandello, so that to 
box^ are not suffering from metaphysical languors. And he knows 
next to nothing about the history of religions, so that his matadores in 
the act of stabbing the bull betwem its horns are not reminded, iSce 



118 


HEMINGWAY AND HIS CRITICS 


Montherlant’s, of Mithra’s sacrifice. One is indeed at a loss to imagine 
what his readings may have been. Hemingway’s point of view has so 
little in common with the esthete’s that occasionally it may even ap- 
pear strictly utilitarian. He singles out details of a practical character 
with the humdrum precision of the man in the street, 

I am quoting extensively from my 1929 article, not because of 
the originality of my remarks, but because I presented Heming- 
way to the Italian public as an opposite case of whatever they 
knew in the way of narrative art. I tried to convey what D. S. 
Savage has said much more forcibly in the London literary mis- 
cellany Focus: 

Hemingway is, within very narrow limits, a stylist who has brought to 
something like perfection a curt, unemotional, factual style which is 
an attempt at the objective presentation of experience. A bare, dis- 
passionate reporting of external actions is all that Hemingway as a 
rule attempts, in presenting his characters and incidents. His typical 
central character, his “I,” may be described generally as a bare con- 
sciousness stripped to the human minimum, impassively recording the 
objective data of experience. He has no contact with ideas, no visible 
emotions, no hopes for the future, and no memory. He is, as far as it is 
possible to be so, a depersonalized being. 

These words express admirably what I wanted to convey to a 
public of Italian writers and readers, steeped in the delicious sea 
of Proust. I did not try to see behind the fagade, to reveal what 
view of life was behind that depersonalized style. This has been 
done, however, in Mr. Savage’s essay, where he shows how the 
entire extrusion of personality into the outward sensational world 
makes Hemingway’s characters the inwardly passive victims of a 
meaningless determinism; how the profound spiritual inertia, the 
inner vacuity and impotence, which is a mark of all Hemingway’s 
projected characters, ends in a deadening sense of boredom and 
negation which can only be relieved by violent, though stiU essen- 
tially meaningless, activity; how the final upshot of it all is the 
total absence of a sense of life, so that life is brought into a 
sensational vividness only by contrast with the nullity of death. 

I did not try to see through Hemingway’s world; what interested 
me was the aspect hinted at in these words of Savage: “A novelist, 
of admitted literary merit, who lacks aH the equipment generally 
expected of a practitioner of his art except a certam artistic 
scrupulousness and poetic sense, is something of a phenomenon.” 
For Savage, Hemin^ay represents ‘‘a specie form of that which 
might be termed the proletarianization of literature: the adapta- 
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lion of the technical artistic conscience of the subaverage human 
consciousness.” To a literature overripe with culture, as ours was 
in the twenties, so much so that it seemed quite natural to com- 
pare us with Petrarch’s followers, I offered as a curative the ex- 
ample of an art which seemed to spring from virgin soil. A re- 
turn to nature has been, every now and then, the infallible remedy 
for a too sophisticated society. Now Italian literature, at the time 
I wrote that article, had preciosity and traditionalism as its 
dominant characteristics, its main currents being still the same 
ones which had prevailed in the nineteenth century, and which 
can be conveniently described by the epithet: Biedermeier. Italian 
narrative was then, and is still to a large extent, steeped in a 
Biedermeier atmosphere: realism, bourgeois or peasant life in the 
provinces, avoidance of sharp contrasts, Christian resignation, 
genre painting, conversation pieces. In short, such characteristics 
which fit to a nicety what German critics have defined as Bieder- 
meierkultur, from the name of the humble schoolmaster whose 
homely poems were burlesqued in Fliegende Blatter in the 1850s. 

The Biedermeier world is a small world of common sense and 
healthy habits, delights of the home, the cult of a tamed and 
well-groomed nature, observance of sound principles, love for 
the concrete, along with, every so often, a flight on the wings of a 
sweet, and often gently sad, dream: a world of bourgeois ethics 
and bourgeois art, shrinking from extremes, half-classical, half- 
romantic — the world which in England is called Victorian. It has 
been said that there never was an Italian romantic movement in 
the true sense of the word; that same common sense and well- 
balanced taste which kept Italy free from the raptures and ex- 
cesses of romanticism (not even Leopardi, for all his pessimism, is 
a romantic), made her the ideal country for a blossoming of 
Biedermeierkultur, I cannot speak here of the whole course of 
Italian literature in the last century; but every student of Italian 
abroad knows at least two Italian books of the nineteenth century: 
Manzoni’s 1 promessi sposi and De Amicis’ Cuore: the traditional 
ethics and quiet humor of the former, the sentimentality border- 
ing on mawkishness of the latter, are typically bourgeois, or 
Biedermeier, products. Croce’s four volumes of La leiteratura 
della nuova Italia offer a gallery of portraits of typically Bieder- 
meier artists. Indeed, if one considers the whole of Italian litera- 
ture, its representative genius is not Dante, but Aric^to, *‘Ludo- 
vice della tranquillity': the bourgeois poet whose uneventful life 
culminated in tibe building of his little house in Feirara — **parva 
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sed apta mihr — ^who had no “message,” but delighted in a 
pageant of fantastic adventures, tempering the superhuman with 
the humorous, reducing everything to a golden level of harmony; 
a writer of tales which could appeal equally to the courtier and 
to the gondolier. It is usual to refer to the provincial character of 
Italy (where there is no predominant cultural center) when ac- 
counting for the output of short stories and novels which formed 
in the twenties, and still forms in the forties, the bulk of her 
literary production. Books whose best portions deal as a rule with 
the childhood of the protagonist (a thin disguise of the author 
himself) spent in some little town far away from the modern 
world, simple stories of family troubles with a mother up front; 
half-yearning, half-melancholy, conjuring up streets and squares 
undisturbed by modern traffic — sad experiences made beautiful in 
recollection, love for concrete detail, no pretense of metaphysical 
complications — how many books of this kind, generally written 
in very good Italian, have been appearing year ^ter year, enjoy- 
ing a moderate success and a still more moderate sale, to recede 
finally into the background where their features dissolve in the 
uniform Biedermeier color! 

To this kind of storytelling, the influence of Proust and, less 
evidently, of Henry James, has added a spice of intimismo, a 
precious intricacy of pattern, stressing a shade of sensibility here, 
deepening the sense of the past there, and altogether leaving the 
imprint of a dulcet cadence, as in a Petrarchan sonnet. Joyce and 
Virginia Woolf have favored a still deeper preciosity, the stile 
allusive, flights of fancy too remote to be traced by the lay reader, 
and prose has often vied with poetry in the trobar clus, as the 
Provengal poets used to say, or ermetismo, as modem critics have 
termed this exquisite, but unsociable, tendency, the ultima Thule 
of individualism. I shall only mention one name, in order to make 
you realize what kind of Italian storyteller I had in mind when I 
held up the example of Hemingway to our writers: Gianna Man- 
zini, bom in Siena at the beginning of this century, the author of 
Tempo innamorato (1928). As an instance of Hemingway’s 
style I quoted in my article a long passage from “Cat in the 
Rain,” and advised a study of “Big Two-Hearted River.” 

My article in La Stampa was resented in certain quarters: it 
was said, among other things, that long ago Italian literature had 
gone through the phase represented by Hemingway’s stories; one 
must not forget that those were the years of the’ Fascist rule, and 
nationalism was rampant, so much so that when, in 1936, I 
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wrote about Hemingway’s Green Hills of Africa, the Fascist cen- 
sorship must have been caught napping when it allowed the article 
to appear at ail: Hemingway’s name was taboo among us because 
of his attitude during the Abyssinian campaign. 

In the meantime, however, other critics had been speaking of 
Hemingway with praise, chiefly on account of his novel about the 
Italian front, Farewell to Amis', and what information the Italians 
could not get from their own literary reviews they gathered from 
French magazines, always widespread in our country. By 1941, 
Hemingway’s work was not only so well known but so wfldely 
imitated that one of our leading critics, Emilio Cecchi (who had 
helped to acquaint the Italian public with Hemingway) wrote in 
the Corriere della sera: ‘'We keep stumbling eveiywhere against 
this type of dialogue, whether we read a short story or a reporter’s 
correspondence.” 

Among the first to learn from Hemingway, as well as from 
other American novelists, Elio Vittorini became known in the 
thirties through his translations of D. H. Lawrence as well as 
original short stories and impressions of places (Piccola borghesia, 
Nei Morlacchi) : he was then a Fascist and had himself photo- 
graphed with the front page of the Corriere della sera under his 
eyes, with the “Discorso del Duce” well in evidence: he was then 
very young. In 1941 he wrote his best book, Conversazione in 
Sicilia; in the previous year he had published a selection of short 
stories by William Saroyan (Che ve ne sembra deir America?}, 
Hemingway and Saroyan are the evident literary sponsors of the 
book which he published in 1945, Uomini e no: from the very 
title, which sounds very quaint in Italian until one realizes that 
the model has been supplied for it by Hemingway’s To Have and 
Have Not, combined with Steinbeck’s Of Mice and Men ( Uomini 
e topi in the Italian translation) . 

Uomini e no claims to be the novel of the Italian resistance 
and partisan war: the Italian counterpart of For Whom the Bell 
Tolls. Vittorini has come out of the war a blossoming Com- 
munist, the editor of the Communist review II Politecnico, which 
tries to imitate Russian weeklies even in the external appearance. 
Vittorini and another Sicilian, the painter Guttuso, both prole- 
tarian artists, are, together with Silone, the only names interna- 
tional literary correspondents have got hold of in present-day 
Italian art and letters. In a recent English miscellany New 
(No. 4), I read with no little amusement the title of an essay by 
Paul Potts, “Not since Dante: Ignazio Silone, A Footnote,” ex- 
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plained in the course of the article by the curious statement that 
no one has done so much as Silone to lead Italian literature back 
towards that glory it has not known since the days of Dante and 
Guido Cavalcanti. And when Stephen Spender came to Rome, the 
only name of a young Italian writer he seemed to have heard was 
that of Vittorini: he and Guttuso were the prominent figures in a 
gossipy piece on Italian art and letters which appeared in Vogue, 

The reader has not long to search in Uomini e no to discover its 
secret. The lyrical tone obviously goes back to Saroyan, but the 
continuous dialogues, the tough manner, the delineation of charac- 
ters, the crudity of certain episodes, could not have existed with- 
out the example of Hemingway, particularly of For Whom the 
Bell Tolls. The minute narration of the torture of the peddler 
Giulaj, on whom a German officer sets his dogs, finds a counter- 
part in the description in Hemingway’s novel of the massacre of 
all the fascists of a small town, done to death between two lines 
of peasants armed with flails, Enne 2, the protagonist of Vit- 
torini’s book, is in love with a girl, Berta; they go to the house 
of an old woman, Selva, who belongs to the movement. Now 
Selva’s behavior to the lovers reminds one immediately of the be- 
havior of elderly Pilar, the partisan woman, to the couple, Robert 
Jordan and Maria. Both elderly women push the young ones into 
the arms of the young men, and at the same time are jealous of 
their youth and beauty. A passage from Vittorini’s novel will also 
illustrate the peculiar mannerisms of his dialogue, a subject to 
which I shall have to return in a moment: 

“Do you think it is odd?” Selva said. “It isn’t odd. We’ve never seen 
you with a companion, and we want you to have a companion. Can’t 
we want you to have a companion?” 

She fixed glowing eyes on the man and the woman. 

“Can’t we want this for a man who is dear to us? A man is happy 
when he has a companion. Shouldn’t a man be happy?” 

“Thank you,” Enne 2 said. “Thank you, Selva. But ” 

‘To hell with ‘but,’ ” old Selva said. “Can’t we want a man to be 
happy? We work in order that men may be happy. What good would it 
do to work if it didn’t serve to make men happy? That’s why we work. 
Isn’t that why we work?” 

“That’s why,” Enne 2 said. 

“Then it is why!” Selva said. 

And she kept on fixing her eyes on the man and the woman. 

“God!” she said. “Men must be happy. What sense would our work 
make if men couldn’t be happy? You tell me, young woman. Would 
our work make any sense?” 
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“I don’t know,” Berta replied. 

And it was as if she hadn’t replied, she was very serious; and she 
lifted her face a moment, but it was as if she hadn’t lifted it 

“Would any of our work make sense?” 

“No, Selva, I don’t think it would.” 

‘Would it make sense? No, it wouldn’t make any sense at all.” 

“It wouldn’t make sense. Nothing on earth would make sense.” 

“Nothing on earth would make sense. Isn’t it so, young woman?” 

“I don’t know,” Berta replied again. 

“Or would something make sense then?” 

“No,” Enne 2 replied, “I do not think so.” 

“Would our clandestine newspapers make sense? Would our plots 
make sense?” 

“I don’t think so.” 

“And our men who get shot? Would they make sense? No, they 
would not make any sense.” 

“No, they wouldn’t make sense.” 

“Would anything in the world make sense? Would our bombs make 
sense?” 

“I don’t think anything would make sense.” 

“Nothing would make sense. Or would the enemies we kill make 
sense?” 

“Not even they. I don’t think they would.” 

“No, no. Men must be happy. Everything makes sense only if men 
can be happy. . . 

Later on, Selva is alone with Berta: 

Selva got up and went behind the table. She looked to see if the 
water was boiling. 

“I hoped you were his companion,” she said. 

She broke off, but still she did not let Berta speak. She went on: “A 
man has to have his companion. Even more so if he’s one of ours. He 
must be happy. What can he know of what men need if he isn’t happy? 
We are fighting for this. For men to be happy,” 

She turned around, leaning on the table with both hands. “Do you 
follow what I’m saying?” 

“It’s simple,” Berta replied. 

“Very simple,” Selva said. “A man who is fighting in order that men 
may be happy should know what men need in order to be happy. And 
he must have a companion. He must be happy with his companion.” 

“Hasn’t he a companion?” Berta asked. 

Selva looked again to see if the water was boiling. “You ask me? I 
hoped you were. ... I never knew that he had one.” She came 
around the table with the teapot and two cups. “The first time I saw 
you,” she said, “I thought immediately that you ought to be his com- 
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panion. You are just what he would want a woman to be. But you,” 
she asked, “do you believe what I am saying?” 

“Why not?” Berta said, 

“If I were young,” Selva continued, “I would like to have been his 
companion. But I might be his mother. But when I saw you I thought 
that you must be the one.” 

If we read after this the various passages in For Whom the 
Bell Tolls where old PUar eggs the two lovers on, we shall find a 
similarity of situations, of atmosphere, of treatment, although no 
single passage of Vittorini can be said to imitate Hemingway 
closely. In both authors the scenes consist almost exclusively of 
dialogues. But the passage from Vittorini’s novel illustrates a 
peculiarity of his dialogues as compared with Hemingway’s. True, 
there are repetitions in Hemingway’s dialogues, as there are in 
ordinary life, but we very seldom get from them the impression 
of exercises in conversation (such as we might find, with aU the 
cases and tenses and moods, in a foreign-language grammar). 
There are pages and pages of Vittorini which read like such 
exercises. The nucleus of his dialogues is a triplet. First a state- 
ment, then the same repeated with a query, then repeated again as 
a stronger asseveration: 

— Lui ora non ha da fare con molte compagne. 

— Lui ha da fare con molte compagne? 

— Non ha piu da fare con molte compagne. 

Very frequently the echo extends beyond the triplet: 

— Sembra che si vedano le montagne, 

— Sembra? Si vedono. Sono le montagne, 

— Sono le montagne? 

— Sono le montagne, 

— Si vedono le montagne da Milano? 

— Non le vedi? Si vedono. 

— Non sapevo che si vedessero. 

Thus Hemingway’s technique, devised to carry the impression 
of actual life by reproducing word by word a dialogue of short 
sentences, becomes in Vittorini a mannerism, because he is not 
such an impassive onlooker and listener as Hemingway, but in- 
vests everything with a lyrical mood, or merely with a rhetorical 
emphasis. The effect is very curious. Starting from Hemingway, 
Vittorini comes near certain effects of Charles Peguy, whose ex- 
asperating repetitions give the impression of a person seized with 
the symptoms of general paralysis, Peguy had caught the rfaythm 
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of peasants’ tali, and tried to couch it in an artistic pattern; Vit- 
torini does the same with the talk of the man in the street. But 
Hemingway never tries to impose a pattern on his dialogues; 
hence their impression of freshness, even in monotony. Thus the 
lesson of simplicity and directness of Hemingw^ay has been lost 
on a writer hopelessly predisposed to mannerism. This does not 
mean, however, that the lesson is not there. A fake postulates the 
genuine thing, Vittorini’s tone rings false, affected, childishly 
rhetorical, but his model is still recognizable. The whole thing 
looks as absurd as an eighteenth-century European imitation of 
Chinese art, or as a Japanese picture of Napoleon as a prisoner 
in St. Helena, with the English soldiers in the garb of samurai. 
Vittorini’s partisans talk more like the shepherds in Theocritus’s 
Idyls than like the men who fought in Milan against the Ger- 
mans: Uomini e no stands to For Whom the Bell Tolls in the 
same relation as Callimachus to Homer, if for a moment we could 
call Hemingway a Homer and Vittorini a Callimachus. If to us 
the result of Vittorini’s effort seems therefore to be a new preci- 
osity, we may consider with amusement how far he has traveled 
from his original intention, which must obviously have been a 
proletarianization of literature, the adaptation of the technical 
artistic conscience to the subaverage human consciousness, ac- 
cording to D. S. Savage’s definition which I have dready quoted. 

The influence oi American fiction, particularly of Hemingway, 
is also apparent in another Italian war book which has caused a 
certain stir — Giuseppe Berto’s 11 cielo e rosso. This novel is the 
story of a group of Italian adolescents whom the bombardment 
of a northern Italian town has deprived of their parents and 
homes. TuUio, Carla, Giulia, and a half-witted little giii live in the 
ruins of a devastated area; they are joined by Daniele, who has 
come out of a priests’ college to find his home destroyed and 
himself alone m the world. Tullio is the chief of a gang of boys 
who live by stealing and blackmail: part of their profit is destined 
to the relief of the poor and to the funds of their party (they’re 
Communists) : m a word, he reincamates the type of the generous 
outlaw which is a well-known figure of early romanticism. Carla 
is also a type one comes across in romantic literature, the kind- 
hearted prostitute; though only fifteen, with the connivance of her 
lover, TuUio, she earns her living as a whore. To this depraved, 
thou^ not repulsive, couple, is contrasted the pair Daniele and 
Giulia, who are essentially honest and good, and find it very hard 
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to adapt themselves to the new circumstances: they pathetically 
succumb, Giulia by dying of consumption, Daniele by committing 
suicide. And then Tullio is killed in the course of an unlucky 
gangsters’ expedition. The whole novel is steeped in a profoundly 
melancholy atmosphere, from the description of the lazy, marshy 
riverland and the provincial Venetian town at the beginning to 
the shooting party in the marshes, which forms the only idyllic 
episode of the whole book, and on to Daniele’s suicide under a 
train in the end. 11 cielo e rosso is certainly one of the saddest 
novels ever written, and, for all its American influence, is tinged 
with a typical Latin sentimentalism. Italian readers have been re- 
minded of De Amicis’ Cuore; if one wants to sum up one’s im- 
pressions, one could say that II cielo ^ rosso is Murger’s Vie de 
boheme translated into terms of a modern American novel. 
(American influence on Berto, incidentally, is not merely bookish; 
he was made a prisoner in the Tunis campaign and spent two 
years in the United States.) Yet, whatever strictures one may 
make, the novel remains one of the most remarkable books 
written in Europe in the postwar period. 

One of the most obvious signs of American influence on Berto 
is again the abundance and character of the dialogues. It would 
naturally be preposterous to ascribe every example of dialogue to 
Hemingway’s example. But whenever you come across what pur- 
ports to be a faithful reproduction of conversation, with all its 
repetitions and apparently meaningless expletives, with its short 
sentences falling like drops in a vacuum, creating an atmosphere 
almost by the significance of the pauses, by barely hinted gestures 
and actions — whenever you come across this, you may depend on 
it that an American influence is at hand. Take for instance this 
passage in 11 cielo e rosso: 

“They’re obstinate,” Tullio said, “The most obstinate people I ever 
saw. Sometimes they stand in front of the town hall or in front of the 
military command and wait. They wait from morning to night. They 
don’t ask them what they want any more; they’ll go on waiting all the 
same. Maybe some day something will turn up, because they are so 
obstinate.” 

Or this: 

“Then there is the girl’s father,” Tullio said. “He’s a druggist, the 
owner of a big pharmacy. The girl will be a druggist too, like her 
father. I do not know how many years she still has to study, but she’s 
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sure to become a druggist, because she’s a clever girl. She helps out 
now once in a while in the store.” 

A single word is the keynote of both these passages: it is re- 
peated over and over again, so as to give the listener the majd- 
mum impact. The bare word is occasionally used in incantation, 
as if, by sheer repetition, it could take on all the life of the thing 
itself. Passages like these I have been quoting may not be typical 
in themselves: but the repetitions, the short sentences, give in the 
long run the impression of simplicity, of elementariness, of close- 
ness to nature, which we associate with American novels, in par- 
ticular Hemingway’s. An episode of the American soldiers who 
are distributing food to a crowd of beggars is too long to quote, 
but a small portion of it will indicate some characteristics of 
Berto’s prose: 

“Whom have you got at home?” the sergeant asked. 

“Two sisters,” replied the boy. “They’re smaller than me. They’ll be 
very happy if I bring home some white bread,” 

“You’ve no father?” the sergeant asked. 

“He died in the bombardment,” the boy said. “My mother died in 
the bombardment, also.” 

The sergeant came over to the boy and put his hand on his head, 
then sat down on the box on which the old man had been sitting. “Sit 
down,” he said. The boy sat down again. The sergeant did not speak, 
and he felt a little embarrassed. “They’re singing,” he said. 

“Yes,” said the sergeant. 

The melancholy song of the soldiers, with a few notes of a guitar, 
reached their ears. 

“They want to go back home,” the sergeant said. “That’s why they’re 
singing.” 

“What do the words mean?” the boy asked. 

‘That there’s a happy country somewhere, far away,” the sergeant 
said. 

“It’s nice,” said the boy. 

They listened in silence until the song was over. Then the boy asked 
again; “Tell me what I have to do,” 

“Nothing,” the sergeant said. “Nothing this evening. Tomorrow, 
come here at seven.” 

“O.K.,” said the boy. He was still holding the dirty mess tin in his 
hand and asked; “Should I wash the mess tin?” 

“Yes, wash it up,” the sergeant said. 

The boy went to where the water casks were, and washed the mess 
tin by rubbing it with earth. A soldier who saw him gave him a piece 
of soap, and he washed the mess tin again with soap. Then he went 
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back to the sergeant. “I would like to dry it,” he said, ‘"but I haven’t 
anything to dry it with.” 

“You don’t have to dry it,” the sergeant said. He seemed absent- 
minded, as if he was thinking of something else. The soldiers at the 
end of the courtyard were still singing. 

This spareness of contours, this bare presentation of things, this 
reproduction of details which seem unessential, are certainly un- 
common in Italian literature. Berto is very fond of describing 
practical occupations in their minute details. For instance: 

Giulia smOed, but, finding nothing else to say, got up and did not sit 
down again. She gave a few more pulls to the pump . . . and busied 
herself with the preparations for the meal. She took some canned meat 
and some eggs out of the box, she lifted a pan off its hook on the wall, 
and put everything on a table placed against the wall. She opened the 
can, broke the eggs, and poured everything in the pan. Then she be- 
gan to mix. Her gestures were slow, unstudied. Daniele looked at her,, 
and looked also at the door to see whether Carla would come back. 
She bad been gone a long time. Then Giulia took the pot off the fire 
and began to pour out the vegetables. Daniele went to help her, and 
took m his hand a tin plate with many holes, which was used to drain 
the vegetables. 

Giulia smiled at him with gratitude. “Don’t scald yourself,” she 
said. She cautiously poured out the contents of the pot. The vegetables 
rested on the perforated tin plate, and the water dropped into a basin 
underneath, A thick white vapor rose, full of the smell of the boiled 
vegetables. 

“Shall I go and throw the water away?” Daniele asked. 

“No,” Giulia said, “we can use it to wash the dishes.” 

Now, I won’t try to prove that such minute cooking operations 
have never before been described in Italian literature, though I 
would be at a loss to quote anything like them. But open any book 
of Hemingway, and you will find the model. Take for instance this 
passage from “Big Two-Hearted River”: 

Nick was hungry. He did not believe he had ever been hungrier. He 
opened and emptied a can of pork and beans and a can of spaghetti into 
the frying pan. 

“I’ve got a right to eat this kind of stuff, if I’m willing to carry it,” 
Nick said. His voice sounded strange in the darkening wood. He did 
not speak again. 

He started a fire with some chunks of pine he got with the ax from 
a stump. Over the fire he stuck a wire grill, pushing the four legs down 
into the ground with his boot Nick put the frying pan on the grill over 
the flames. He was hungrier. The beans and spaghetti warmed. Nick 
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Stirred them and mixed them together. They began to bubble, making 
little bubbles that rose with difficulty to the "surface. There was a good 
smell. Nick got out a bottle of tomato catchup and cut four slices of 
bread. The little bubbles were coming faster now. Nick sat down beside 
the fire and lifted the frying pan off. He poured about half the con- 
tents out into the tin plate. It spread slowly on the plate. Nick knew 
it was too hot. He poured on some tomato catchup. He knew the beans 
and spaghetti were still too hot. He looked at the lire, then at the tent, 
he was not going to spoil it all by burning his tongue. For years he had 
never enjoyed fried bananas because he"^ had never been able to wait 
for them to cool. His tongue was very sensitive. 

I said before that I cannot remember anything like this kind 
of description in Italian literature, and I may as well say, in any 
other literature I know. If such minute operations have ever 
been described before, there was no emphasis on them; they were 
not meant to stand out like something particularly significant. 
With Hemingway they have ceased to be part of the background; 
they are presented as important episodes. And the same has 
happened with the seemingly insignificant details of ordinary con- 
versation. Before Hemingway, dialogues in fiction or on the stage 
were the result of a selection: aU immaterial portions were left 
out; questions and answers followed a more or less rigid pattern 
dictated by art. The utmost artificiality prevailed in the stichom- 
ythy of the Greek tragedies, as in Alexandrian couplets of the 
French plays, or the witty repartees of Restoration comedy; but 
even the dialogues in the novels of the naturalist school of the 
nineteenth century, for all they pretended to be copied from real 
life, are arranged so that, so far as the author can help, there is 
nothing superfluous. Hemingway has shown the value of the ap- 
parently superfluous, the strange beauty of the commonest things 
when seen from a certain angle, so as to deserve almost the 
praise Baudelaire gave to the great seventeenth-century French 
sculptor Puget: 'To/ qui sus ramasser la beaute des goujats/" 
Thus he represents the extreme limit of proletarianization so far 
reached by literature. 

At first only kings were considered fit characters for tragedies: 
at first only great events were to be a theme for narration: then 
Montaigne appeared and the apparently insignificant shades of 
humor and sensibility were brought into literary expression; then 
landscapes, bourgeois interiors, stiU lifes formed subjects for in- 
dependent pictures; and so little by little the humble sides of 
society and of life have been given attention, until they have come 
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nowadays to the limelight. Un Ccsur simple is only an episode, 
though one of the greatest, in Flaubert’s career: Hemingway’s, on 
the other hand, is a world of simple hearts and simple minds, 
simple-looking even if they are complex: in him we see the re- 
turn to primitivism in an age of great technical development, the 
standard being set by the man in the street as it once used to be 
set by the court. His influence on the two Italian authors I have 
discussed, both of whom once belonged to the left wing of the 
Fascist party (one is now a prominent Communist), is telltale 
enough. 

Mario Praz 
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The Hemingway of the Major Works 

Surely it would be neither wrong nor overbold to see 
the best of Hemingway in his short stories — more precisely, in 
a certain number of them varying in length between twenty and 
fifty pages, with a good deal of white space in the dialogue por- 
tions, We may even recognize in these major stories a kind of 
“Heraingwayism in its pure state” and reconstruct from them — 
“The Snows of Edlimanjaro,” “The Short Happy Life of Francis 
Macomber,” “My Old Man,” “The Undefeated,” “The Killers,” 
“Fifty Grand,” “The Gambler, The Nun, and The Radio,” “The 
Capital of the World,” together with a few others and, finally, 
with the novella The Old Man and the Sea — a complete and 
sharply defined Hemingway world, harmonious in its parts and 
symmetrical in the classical sense of the word. 

Indeed, despite the variety of their themes, this ensemble of 
stories reveals closely knit cohesion, if only we clear away some 
of the obstacles thrown up by an apparently widespread preju- 
dice which insists that we concern ourselves solely with the mar- 
ginal aspects, the “extemporaneous” art, of Hemingway the writer. 
(Sometimes this is even reduced to an idyllic inability to move 
forward, flowing from what Emilio Cecchi has branded as “the 
abdication to the ineffable of the American mind.”) Just the 
opposite is true: an apparently heterogeneous mass of material 
can be fitted into a vast logical process; a system does emerge, 
based on rules of rational dialectic. These rules may appear to be 
scholastically rigid, but I hope to make them fulfill their function 
as a corrective and a stimulus to thought. 

What is the “geographic” location of the great stories? They 
are ideally equidistant from the vague hazy atmosphere, Kt up 
briefly by occasional flashes as of some falling star, of the brief 
“one-celled” stories and from the architecture of the novels, soar- 
ing spirelike toward a sky of greater clarity. 

Those that rarely preserve the classic stamp of the story — ^and 
there are fine ones among them too — seem to spring hastily from 
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the keys of the typewriter so as not to miss the fugitive moment 
of grace; and they have an impetus of immediate, often inde- 
finable, perception. Or they are bom as the echo of a faint sug- 
gestion in the surrounding atmosphere; or they barely emerge 
with a nervous thrust when the curtain suddenly closes over them, 
but their musical vibrations linger (stories such as “Hills Like 
White Elephants” and “The Sea Change” are the best examples 
of this kind); or they crystallize around some grim news item; 
or they may even take shape as variations on a single sentence, a 
phrase repeated like a refrain. Only rarely do they burst forth 
with a surprise ending, as in “An Alpine Idyll” or “A Canary 
for One.” Here let me say that the typical Hemingway manner is 
to interpose a buffer, to delay the outcome, between the title and 
the ending of the story. 

The novels, on the other hand, reveal an ambitious design, a 
striving to orchestrate the actions of individuals and to discover 
the laws governing their relations; they attest to a constant, pro- 
gressive effort, at times spontaneous, at times rebellmg against 
itself, to go higher. Or, as Alfred Kazm, referring to For Whom 
the Bell Tolls, calls it, to escape from the vainly pursued self. 

Of course, the boundm^ Imes are not clear and sharply de- 
fined. A good many of the stories center about a single person, 
Nick Adams. Ti^y seem to be searching for a kind of continuity, 
as if they were fragments of a loosely autobiographical novel. 
Thus, too, we find specific sections in the novels that strongly 
suggest self-contained short stories. This is obvious, for example, 
in To Have and Have Not, a kind of sectional work in this sense: 
three stories with a single hero, and in the third story the de- 
velopment of a parallel set of circumstances, and the insertion of 
four or five typical stories dealiBg with the guests on the yachts 
anchored in tibe harbor. In For Whom the Bell Tolls the retro- 
spective narration entrusted to Pilar is another example; while 
the last part of A Ftzrewell to Arms, the “duet” between Frederic 
Henry and his wife in Switzerland, is almost a noveUa in itself. 
This may well be the most solid external limit of Hemingway the 
novelist; at the same time, it is a confirmation of how, on the 
technical levd, he finds his best Aythm, his smoothest pace, in 
the Sow and developmaot of a medium-length story, 

Hemingway’s internal Emit is just as soEd but in a different 
way. When he strives for complete harmony, attempting to en- 
close in a cirde his “brilEant half-vision of Efe” <C^hi), he is 
cat^t in a deep and unresolved antagonism: the antithesis be- 
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tween the *^self” and the “anti-self.” This occurs where the anti- 
self is represented by Society (as K azin puts it: in Hemingway’s 
works the self and Society do not succeed in meeting) ; whereas 
in cases more typically Hemingwayan it is blindly shut up within 
the self itself. ^ (This reminds one of Ludwig Lewisohn’s phrase 
about the spiritual desperation of those who squander their own 
lives.) 

The moral conclusion of To Have and Have Not, even though 
it remains a little apart, is in the words of the dying Morgan: “A 
man ... a man alone.” That is all he can utter in his final 
delirium, but it may easily be construed as a condemnation of 
individualism. Here it is really the author speaking. It took him 
a long time to pronounce those words; it had taken him a whole 
lifetime to learn them. 

It has been aptly pointed out that For Whom the Bell Tolls 
was meant to signify, on the hero’s part, the acquisition of this 
important knowledge, and the bell was to sound the call to an 
engagement that would triumph over the nihOism which threatened 
to engulf everything in its flood. But it is likewise true, we must 
add, that the lumbering material and innate anarchism did not 
permit the effective conversion that in theory should have oc- 
curred. 

The same contradiction, but developed in an opposite direction, 
was at the heart of A Farewell to Arms, The leading character, 
Frederic Henry, at first participated in a common adventure, 
war; but then, by deserting, he struck out on his own. His in- 
dividual adventure ended with a bleak vision of man, defeated by 
a supreme fate by which he was perhaps doomed. And so, as in 
the climax of a Chaplin film, he shuffles off with sagging shoulders 
in the rain. But the “farewell” in the title shows us the precise 
point at which an irreparable break in the novel’s structure 
occurs. 

Consider a passage such as the following: 

You died. You did not know what it was about. You never had time 
to learn. They threw you in and told you the rules and the first time 
they caught you off base they killed you. Or they killed you gratui- 
tously. . . . 

Or this dialogue: 

‘The coward dies a thousand deaths, the brave but one?” 

“Of course. Who said it?** 

“I don’t know.” 
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*‘He was probably a coward. . . . The brave dies perhaps two 
thousand deaths if he’s intelligent. He simply doesn’t mention them.” 

“I don’t know. It’s hard to see inside the head of the brave.” 

Such passages remain as if suspended in the novel’s hard- 
boiled atmosphere; the material is not penetrated in depth. They 
appear like great wedges which, unable to split the tree trunk, 
remain imprisoned in the knotty wood. True, similar passages 
are found in the major short stories. There, however, they are 
deeply embedded in the wood — they are developed in dramatic 
terms, in terms of poetry. 

But every page of Hemingway offers illuminating insights into 
the inner workings of his moral world, just as a molecule con- 
tains within itself all the physicochemical properties of the sub- 
stance of which it is made. This may be the reason for “that tone 
as if of esthetic exaggeration” which Cecchi claims to find in 
every word and line of Hemingway. It also helps us to under- 
stand Hemingway as a writer obsessed with a certain basic idea 
from which aU the other ideas develop by sporogenesis — ^with 
each image leading to another, each example logically linked to 
still others. On the other hand, it is virtually impossible to under- 
stand a single incident or a single work in isolation from all the 
others. By this criterion, therefore, we observe that the funda- 
mental Hemingway antithesis (self and anti-self) is resolved, in 
the most conspicuous and interesting cases, in two ways: now 
in the conflict between nihilism and social consciousness, now in 
the conflict between opposing conceptions. These are personified 
on the one hand by the “professional,” on the other by the 
“dilettante.” 

As for the great antithesis: nihilism vs. engagement (com- 
mitment), Hemingway reflects in his own way a phenomenon of 
far-reaching proportions in the American literature of a specific 
period. The contrast is striking if we compare the anarchic tenden- 
cies of the 1920s with the search for social content characteristic 
of the following decade. As John Chamberlain astutely pointed 
out in an article in Life magazine:^ 

Certainly the twenties abounded in the symbols of negation, despair, 
and disbelief. There was poet T. S. Eliot’s The Waste Land. . . , 
There was poet Archibald MacLeish’s sonnet about the spectators at 
the human circus: when “quite unexpectedly a top blew off” — ^leaving 
the people staring up at “nothing, nothing, nothing — nothing at all.” 

^September 1, 1947. 
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In another book title Scott Fitzgerald waxed rhetorical about All the 
Sad Young Men. “You are all a lost generation,’’ so Gertrude Stein 
told Ernest Hemingway who sang his own dirge to nothingness which, 
in good expatriate fashion, he preferred to calT b}' its Spanish name of 
nada. . . . Viciousness, h^’pocrisy, irresponsibility and a lackluster 
acceptance of the Freudian death-wish characterized many of the 
literary “heroes” of the tw^enties. . . . Against this backdrop of nega- 
tion and silliness, critics like Geismar and Kazin pose the growing 
“social consciousness” of the authors of the thirties. The symbols of 
despair and disbelief officially go by the board, and in their place we 
discover a happy proletarian chorus singing the curative value of 
revolution. 

Considering now what we have defined as the “golden zone” 
in Hemingway’s work, we believe that it is marked by surprising 
harmony. The clash of opposing forces has not caused a rent or 
left behind any gaping wounds. Here the inner leitmotiv is pre- 
cisely that antithesis between professionalism and dilettantism, in- 
terpreting these two opposing concepts in their broadest and 
universal sense. For the Hemingway man (homo hemingwaianus') 
to belong to the category of “professionals” implies a choice — 
either by instinct or as a result of a series of experiences; it means 
he has taken up a solid strategic position in the life-war which 
by its very nature can no longer be stormed by the enemy or 
engulfed in the abyss of nada. The choice determines whether 
life is worth living and fighting for, or is “a nothing and then 
nothing and then nothing.” Hence the “dilettante” is a failure: he 
has failed in his duty, in the true categorical imperative of the 
conscience; he has wasted his talents and energies. The other 
category is that of the “undefeated,” the winners, even when they 
win nothing, even when they seem to be routed. It is in these 
terms that Hemingway advances and solves the dilemma of “to 
be or not to be,” in which “nonbeing,” probably deriving from the 
mysticism of the Slav writers, is both an obstacle and a calamity 
to “being.” Let us now examine this question more closely. 

What strikes one above all is the feeling of annoyance, even 
disgust, engendered in certain Hemingway characters through 
doing the same thing too long. It may be by waiting too long 
for death, as in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro”: 

I’m getting as bored with dying as with everything else, he thought. 

“It’s a bore,” he said out loud. 

“What is, my dear?” 

“Anything you do too bloody long.” 
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Or it may simply be that one has stayed somewhere for too long, 
as in “An Alpine Idyll”: 

“You oughtn’t to ever do anything too long.” 

“No. We were up there too long.” 

“Too damn long. - , . It’s no good doing a thing too long.” 

We encounter these same words, “too bloody long,” in other 
stories (e.g., “Today Is Friday”), or at least we hear their echo. 
In them we can always recognize a definite symptom of the tragic 
or ironic dissatisfaction of the “dilettantes,” the Hemingway 
failures. It is just this weariness with having too long carried on 
his hide-and-seek with death which impels Ole Andreson in “The 
Killers” to give up the struggle. For a long time he has run away, 
has hid, has defended himself; now there comes the moment 
when, lying on the bed in the dingy rooming house, with his face 
to the wall, he waits for the killers to come and murder him “be- 
cause he double-crossed somebody.” When young Nick Adams 
arrives to warn him, the Swede replies: “No, I’m through with all 
that running around.” These words are the very heart of the 
famous story; to understand them in their true sense, they must 
be placed side by side with the line in “The Snows of Kiliman- 
jaro”: “It was strange how easy being tired made it [i.e., dying].” 
In the inability to endure what lasts “too bloody long” (cf. Sso 
“She loved anything that involved a change of scene”; or, from 
“HiUs Like White Elephants”: “That’s all we do, isn’t it — ^look at 
things and try new drinks?”), we see an important aspect of 
the inner struggle in a person who has not fully committed him- 
self to anything, yet is sufficiently aware and intelligent to show 
the anguished signs of that struggle. 

Superficiality is a manifestation of the timorous nonentity 
triumphant; boredom can push even the person who has under- 
stood but not heeded the voice of duty into the murky swamp 
of superficiality. In the stream-of-consciousness passages in “The 
Snows of Kilimanjaro” we attain the high point in this confronta- 
tion of two conceptions of life: Harry, the main character, lying 
on a cot near death, faces the bitter, deeply disturbing evidence 
of his failure. He was bom to be a professional, a real writer, 
and instead 

he had destroyed his talent by not using it, by betrayals of himself and 
what he believed in, by laziness, by sloth, and by snobbery. ... It 
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was never what he had done, but always what he could do. And he had 
chosen to make his living with something else instead of a pen or a 
pencil. 

If he — representing the “negative” quintessence of the Heming- 
way man — had “lived by a lie” and, at least on the surface, 
“should try to die by it ” the hero in “The Short Happy Life of 
Francis Macomber,” on the other hand, lives long enough to 
feel his veins pulsate with the rhythm of genuine living, if only 
for a brief space of time. There is undoubtedly a kind of parallel- 
ism between these two stories written at short intervals from each 
other. Francis Macomber too had long lived in an atmosphere of 
deceptive wealth, of “sloth and snobbery.” During a lion hunt he 
reveals himself as a coward. A coward like many other human 
beings, who do not bother overmuch about it. But the ordinary 
rules do not apply to Hemingway characters, as they do not apply 
to Conrad characters (cf. Lord Jim). Thus, to Macomber, the 
lion represents the crisis in his life, the “moment of truth.” 

Face to face with this dilettante and contrasting with him is 
the professional Robert Wilson. He is the “white hunter” who, 
behind the rather cynical mask of someone who does something 
because he is paid to do it (“You don’t have to go in, of course,” 
he said. “That’s what I’m hired for, you know. That’s why I’m 
so expensive”), is in his own way a genuine humanitarian (“For 
one thing he’s [i.e., the lion] certain to be sufiering. For another, 
someone else might run onto him”). Macomber’s wife Margot, 
with the fierce primal instincts of a she-wolf leading the pack, 
reviles her husband for his weakness (“You are a bitch.” — “Well, 
you’re a coward”). Then, when Macomber redeems himself and, 
in a happy moment, a fatal moment, feels he is beginning a new 
life (“For the first time in his life he really felt wholly without 
fear. Instead of fear he had a feeling of definite elation”), she 
cold-bloodedly shoots him. If this is a triumph of death — and 
here let us again cite the passage in A Farewell to Arms: . . 

the first time they caught you off base they killed you . . . 
gratuitously” — ^it is also and above aU an exaltation of man’s 
moral values. Hence the skepticism in the phrase: “They threw 
you in and told you the rules,” loses the hardness of “You did 
not know what it was about”; it is replaced by a ripened aware- 
ness, a Conradian concept of responsibility toward one’s con- 
science. It is from that angle, therefore, that we can best follow 
the main lines of Hemingway’s ethical development. 
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In “The Capital of the World” — a story in which the various 
elements are arranged as in a stage set and according to a pro- 
cedure used also in To Have and Have Not, which quickens the 
dramatic pace — the same theme may be observed, or rather 
glimpsed, from a different perspective. In the soul of the boy Paco, 
who “himself would like to be a good Catholic, a revolutionary, 
and have a steady job like this, while, at the same time, being a 
bullfighter,” we see the first vague and contradictory stirrings of 
a conscience that is still dull and benighted. But when he wants 
to prove his courage to himself, that is, seriously face the danger 
that lures him, he dies playing at bullfighting, stabbed by two 
heavy-bladed meat knives tied to the legs of a chair. He dies “full 
of illusions,” for “he had not had time in his life to lose any of 
them.” 

On the other hand, the hero of “The Undefeated” holds fast to 
his illusions of being a great bullfighter, to the very end — which 
is his way of getting revenge on adversity. To the old and un- 
lucky Manuel Garcia there is no problem as to what he has to do. 
He has solved that from the outset, once and for all. In his self- 
determination, in his sorry fight with a bull that refuses to charge, 
in the midst of the crowd’s indifference and subsequent jeers, 
shall we see only an esthetic passion — as does Kazin? If so, it 
would be more correct to see the exact counterpart of estheticism, 
a “Hemingway coefficient,” in utilitarianism, a “Conradian co- 
efficient,” with the same crushing concept of duty. (Note Conrad’s 
marvelous utilitarianism, thanks to which his simple-minded 
heroes, “devoid of imagination,” such as Captain McWhirr, per- 
form great tasks. Perhaps this sheds some light on the inner 
reasons for the Polish-bom writer’s fondness for the fellow coun- 
trymen of Jeremy Benthaml) Furthermore, in “The Snows of 
Kilimanjaro” Hemingway uses the express words: . . and it 

was his duty to write it.” 

But a magnificently constructed story like “The Undefeated” is 
not only buHt on a sure foundation of naturalism; it also presents 
an idealistic problem in its most virilely positive solution. When 
Garcia, just out of the hospital, comes to see the bullfight pro- 
moter, his “professional” attitude is immediately revealed: 

“Why don’t you get a job and go to work?” he said. 

“I don’t want to work,” Manuel said. ‘T am a bullfighter.” 

These words stand out as an act of faith, coming from the ema- 
ciated figure who utters them. He is there with the stuffed bull on 
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the wall grimly looking down at him — the same bull that nine 
years ago killed his brother. When the picador Zurito asks him 
why he doesn’t quit the bull ring for good, Manuel replies with 
the same stubborn simplicity; ‘‘I don’t know. I got to do it.” Even 
on the operating table he summons up enough strength to rebel 
as they try to cut oS his coleta, symbol of his profession and his 
illusions. Finally, all he says about his last bullfight is this; ‘‘I 
was going good. I didn’t have any luck. That was all.” 

This reference to “bad luck” recurs with surprising insistence. 
Perhaps it is this expression, repeated so frequently, with such 
stark simplicity and as if mysteriously, which offers us an insight 
into Hemingway’s “pessimism” — at first complete pessimism, then 
gradually becoming less preconceived and blind. “Bad luck,” a 
dark force, is perhaps also one aspect of nada, but at the same 
time a mastery of it. It is like an enemy who, remaining in the 
shadows, has nevertheless assumed concrete shape; or like a 
sickness that has been localized in the body. It is a superstitious, 
fatal entity that plays an important part in Hemingway’s stories. 
Its entering wedge into the heart of the anguished problem of 
being and nothingness is described to us by Cayetano Ruiz, the 
gambler in “The Gambler, The Nun, and The Radio”: 

‘T am a professional gambler but I like to gamble. I really gamble. 
For real gambling you need luck. I have no luck.” 

“Never?” 

“Never. I am completely without luck . . . When I make a sum 
of money I gamble and when I gamble I lose.” 

“Why continue?” 

“If I live long enough the luck will change. I have had bad luck 
now for fifteen years.” . . . 

“And what is there to do?” 

“Continue, slowly, and wait for luck to change.” 

There is nothing to add to this passage: the deep concept of 
professionalism encounters the subtle, quasi-mystical one of bad 
luck. But we have an even clearer example in The Old Man and 
the Sea where the contrast between misfortune and patient merit 
is expressed in highly ethical terms: 

. . Only I have no luck any more. But who knows? Maybe today. 
Every day is a new day. It is better to be lucky. But I would rather be 
exact. Then when luck comes you are ready.” 

So the “professional,” whose personality is most clearly defined 
when he faces bad luck, is the one who “keeps cm waiting,” or 
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who, if he doesn’t live long enough, has the profound satisfaction 
of flinging in death’s face words such as Manuel Garcia’s “I was 
going great” — the supreme boast of the esthete and the supreme 
defiance of nada. Thus, overcoming hopeless pessimism, man 
finds in himself his own unit of measurement. And all those who, 
for good or Hi, on a moral plane or a criminal level, shift their 
total destruction to the theoretical plane, find phrases of the 
Elizabethan John Ford — “perseverance in action” and “endur- 
ance in perseverance” — admirably applicable to themselves. Here, 
then, is a positive answer to Hamlet’s tortured questioning: 
“Whether ’tis nobler in the mind to suffer/The slings and arrows 
of outrageous fortune. . . 

Hemingway’s The Old Man and the Sea offers an abundance 
of analogies with “The Undefeated.” It seems significant that 
after so many years of silence, embittered perhaps by some fail- 
ures, Hemingway returned to one of the stories which in all 
probability “he had saved to write.” But the old theme has been 
notably enriched. 

Like Manuel, just out of the hospital, old Santiago the fisher- 
man returning empty-handed after eighty-four days of fishing, is 
dogged by bad luck. The one has Zurito, the other the boy Man- 
olin to console him; both suffer the same hunger and misery; 
they have the same faith, the same desire to prove their own 
worth in spectacular fashion. Their adversaries, the bull and the 
fish, show unexpected stubbornness — ^they have both been raised 
to symbols. Although there is a kind of reversal in their respec- 
tive roles — ^with Manuel charging the weakened bull and Santiago 
defendmg the dead fish against the sharks — ^there are many other 
points of contact. The very title “The Undefeated” is echoed in 
the old fisherman’s words: “But man is not made for defeat. A 
man can be destroyed but not defeated.” Of course “man” here 
means “hero,” “professional”; and when Santiago says “I cannot 
betray myself,” this assertion should be contrasted with the “be- 
trayals of myself” in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.” For in a way 
The Old Man and the Sea is the summa of all the themes hitherto 
enunciated: “I will show him what a man can do and what he can 
bear.” But there is something more: a profoundly religious sense, 
a feeling of the harmony in nature. Santiago wants to show how a 
man and a fish can suffer. This is the vital point: a broadening 
out toward the contemplation of the infinite forms of life and 
struggle. He may lose one eye or both — ^but he will go on fighting 
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like a gamecock. In fact, what we have here is a sentiment we 
may properly call "'Franciscan”: “I am as clear as the stars that 
are my brothers”; “to live on the sea and kill onr true brothers,” 
I wUl not even dwell on the accents and rhjthm of prayer in the 
author’s style. No doubt the root of these traits is also to be 
found in Hemingway’s preceding work: nature, for instance, plays 
a preponderant part in a story such as ""Big Two-Hearted River.” 
But the fresh, serene landscape revealed in that story of wander- 
ings along trout-filled streams is related to the vast, moving, al- 
most pantheistic representation of nature m The Old Man and 
the Sea in the way that a “vacation” is related to a professionally 
occupied life, or an idyl to an epic. 

But man’s isolation is not overcome. Santiago, like Harry 
Morgan, ^ is alone in the midst of the sea; and Morgan’s words in 
his delirium find their counterpart in Santiago’s phrase, repeated 
with bitterness: “I wish the boy w^ere here ... I wish I had 
the boy!” Or: “No one should ever remain alone, as an old man. 
But it is inevitable.” So there is also resignation here; and this is 
in perfect accord with that merging of human anguish into 
universal harmony, that dilution of war itself into cosmic harmony. 

Manuel dies and Santiago bows his head. But if these two 
humble protagonists say anything to us, it may be summed up in 
the one word: endure. 

Now, returning to “The Gambler, The Nun, and The Radio,” we 
note that the story is without any real dramatic development as 
such but is full of suggestions and hints of suggestions. It is easy 
to identify the three symbols — they are side by side in the title 
itself. Sister Cecilia, who freely confesses her dream of becoming 
a saint and prays day and night for that consummation, represents 
naive faith. The Mexican Cayetano Ruiz also has faith. He pos- 
sesses a manly “undespairing pessimism.” (Is this not perhaps 
an apt recipe for Hemingway’s own pessimism?) Frankly avow- 
ing himself a professional gambler, he reveals a force of charac- 
ter and a stoicism worthy of a greater cause. The third character, 
Frazer, is a faceless man, disillusioned, apathetic, finding a cheap 
opiate for himself in the radio; he is the “dilettante” in the sim- 
plest and most sordid sense of the term. And what is Frazer’s 
admiration for Ruiz, for the man dedicated to a single aim for 
which he renounces women and all else; what is Frazer’s eagerness 
to understand it not Hemingway’s own impulses of deep sympathy 
for the great “professionals”? 

In “Fifty Grand” we witness an inner conflict between pro- 
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fessional pride and shady dealings. Jack Brennan is a boxer on 
the downgrade. He is getting old, suffers from insomnia, and 
cannot endure the rigors of training. Through two crooked indi- 
viduals he has bet fifty thousand dollars at two to one against 
himself. He was sure he was going to lose — but it was the way in 
which he had to lose that caused Ihe crisis within him. “He knew 
he couldn’t beat Walcott. He w^asn’t strong any more. [Thus he 
reasons with himself when, after several rounds, he seems to be 
weakening,] He was all right though. His money was all right and 
now he wanted to finish it off right to please himself. He didn’t 
want to be knocked out.” But his opponent Walcott also wants to 
lose the fight, and he hits Brennan below the belt so as to be 
disqualified. Despite excruciating pain, Brennan refuses to claim 
the foul. He continues the bout and in turn hits a low blow, 
knocking Walcott out. So he is disqualified. One doesn’t really 
know whether he has won or lost the fight — perhaps both to- 
gether. In the last fight of his career Jack Brennan finds him- 
self involved in a sordid “fix” yet manages, by a supreme effort 
and a show of uttermost physical endurance, to maintain the 
fierce pride of a professional boxer. 

A somewhat analogous situation occurs, on a lesser scale, in 
“My Old Man.” Butler the jockey, unable to find work, goes 
from track to track with his son Joe. He receives a “hot tip” about 
a “fixed” race in which the great favorite Kzar is not going to win. 
But here is how his son reacts: 

“Honest, watching the race Fd forgot how much my old man had 
bet on Kircubbin. I’d wanted Kzar to win so damned bad. But now it 
was aU over it was swell to know we had the winner.” 

Later Butler takes up jockeying again, but he is forced to ride 
in fixed races. The second time he races he breaks his neck going 
over the water jump with his horse and is brought in dead. At 
the exit to the track Joe hears disgruntled bettors say that Butler 
was a crook and had it coming to him. Chronologically, the 
jockey Butler is the first of the Hemingway professionals. “My 
Old Man,” in which the influence of Sherwood Anderson (cf. his 
“I Want to Know Why”) is discernible, is one of the transitional 
stories leading to that restoration of values climaxed by the exalta- 
tion of the sense of duty in the last great stories. 

But even in stories of lesser scope we get partial reflections of 
the far-reaching ethical conflict. In “The End of Something,” 
for example, we see in the adolescent the groping prelude of the 
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crisis that will beset the mature adult, the first vague signs of 
pain, like a ch^salis that dies without having given birth to the 
butterfly. In Nick Adams’ words: “I feel as Though everything 
was gone to hell inside of me. I don't know. ... I don’t know 
w^hat to say.” An irrational reflection of this conflict, expressed in 
a downright paradox and arising from a moment of deep dis- 
couragement, may be seen in the words of the Italian major in 
‘In Another Country”: “If he should lose everything, he should 
not place himself in a position to lose that. He should not place 
himself in a position to lose. He should find things he cannot lose.” 
Elsewhere the “pure” sense of emptiness prevails — the slow 
decline without reason, consolation, or escape — as in “A Clean, 
Well-Lighted Place,” which is a Magna Charta of nihilism in its 
most acute phase: “It was a nothing that he knew too well. It was 
all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that. . . 

Or it is the clinging to the only reason for living, to memory, to 
regret, as in “Old Man at the Bridge” (“I was oi5y taking care of 
animals”); or in “The Light of the World” (the whore building a 
superstructure of ideal love on a lie: “. . . I belong to him right 
now and always will and all of me is his”). Or there is a frus- 
trated sadness, the failure of ideals only barely glimpsed, behind a 
screen of bourgeois comfort and smugness, as in “Soldier’s 
Home”: “He had tried so to keep his life from being complicated. 
Still, none of it had touched him. ... He would go to Kansas 
City and get a job. ... He wanted his life to go smoothly.” 
Krebs, in the last-named story, is another typic^ Hemingway 
“dilettante” because his way is adjustment, not choice. 

In Hemingway’s major works society means, more than any- 
thing else, lack of understanding. The crowd that jeers Manuel; 
the disappointed bettors who deride Butler’s memory; the tourists 
who see the backbone of Santiago’s great fish and casually com- 
/fhent: “I didn’t know sharks had such handsome, beautifully 
formed tails”; the Mexicans who come to see Ruiz in the hospital 
(“You gentlemen are friends of Cayetano?” . . . “No, we are 
friends of he who wounded him”) — iese are ail examples of the 
hostility, the superficiality, the scorn, the lack of understanding, 
surrounding the “hero,” victim of “outrageous fortune,” in his 
loneliness of sorrow, death, disbelief, self-annihilation, and esthetic 
self-exaltation. 

Yet over against these expressions of hostility there are always 
the warm, friendly, affectionate gestures of a Zurito, a Frazer; 
of George Gardner telling Joe: “Your old man was one sweB 
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guy”; of the boy Manolin; of the writer’s wife: “I’m only a 
middle-aged woman who loves you”; of Nick risking a buUet in 
his head to warn the Swede Ole Andreson; and Robert Wilson’s 
belated admiration for Macomber: “I’d begun to like your 
husband,” - 

The human solidarity of the “understanding” characters is 
rooted in the heart and defined by the emotions. The Old Man 
and the Sea, highest expression of human worth and misfortune, 
of heroic perseverance and endurance, signifies, as compared to 
For Whom the Bell Tolls, man’s creative integration in the drama 
and mystery of Nature — ^following what was at bottom the failure 
of his political efforts at commitment in society. Santiago, the 
hero of that novella, expresses himself in terms of “looking for- 
ward,” the symbolic value of which must not escape us; “There is 
only the boy to worry, of course. But I am sure he would have 
confidence. Many of the older fishermen will worry. Many others 
too, he thought. I live in a good town.” 

Pier Francesco Paolini 

Translated from the Italian by Joseph M. Bernstein 

^ The same may be said of that “Franciscanism in reverse,” as it is defibaed 
in Death in the Afternoon, since what was stated simply and crudely there 
has here ripened in expression. 
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Hemingway in Russia 


Ernest Hemingway was first published in Russia in 
1934. His rise to popularity was so rapid that in 1937, when 
the editors of a Russian literary magazine asked fifteen leading 
Soviet writers to name their favorite non-Russian author, nine of 
them named Hemingway. There were no new Soviet printings of 
his books from 1939 to 1955, and during the last ten years of 
this period, largely because of the tensions of the cold war, he 
was rarely mentioned in the Soviet press. Yet he has always 
ranked high among Western authors with Russian readers, and 
today he is once more openly and warmly lauded. 

Prior to 1934, Hemingway had been practically unknown in 
Russia. A small circle of professionals had heard of his growing 
international reputation, and a few of them had read him in 
English. In the absence of translations, however, the general im- 
pression of him was vague, and he was usually cited merely as 
a symbol of “decadence” in contrast to the “revolutionary” Dos 
Passos. But by 1934, following the cultural famine of the First 
Five-Year Plan, Soviet editors and publishers had decided that 
the time was ripe to expose the Russian reader to Hemingway. 

This was done in three ways in that year. First, a work of his 
appeared in an anthology of American short stories. Second, his 
stories began to come out in magazines. Finally, a collection 
made up of selections from four of his books was published under 
the title. Death in the Afternoon,^ From then until 1939, his 
stories were printed with great frequency in Soviet magazines. 
The Sun Also Rises was published in 1935, and in 1936 the first 
of four editions of A Farewell to Arms came out. To Have and 
Have Not was translated in 1938, and was followed by a volume 
entitled The Fifth Column and the First Thirty-Eight Stories in 
1939. There were also several serial publications of the novels in 
these years. 

^ This book had little in common with the American work published under 
the same title. 
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The sudden publication of Hemingway in 1934, several years 
after his American reputation had been established, indicates that 
the Russian discovery of the author was calculated. Hemmgvv^ay 
was an active antifascist, and the Soviet Union was particularly 
anxious to lend a helping hand to those whom it considered its 
potential friends. Although he was certainly aware of their in- 
terest in him, and corresponded with one of their best critics, 
Ivan Kashkeen, Hemingw^ay remained immune to the Russians’ 
blandishments. Nevertheless, the Russians stated their case with 
extreme thoroughness. Not only did Soviet editors turn out care- 
fully translated editions of Hemingway; they also encouraged lit- 
erary^ critics to examine him meticulously. In the course of six 
years, in dozens of articles, these critics devised an interpretation 
of his career which was intended both to explain his deficiencies 
and to encourage his leftward growth. 

According to the tenets of socialist realism, a writer must ap- 
proach his art as a materialist, a rational optimist, and a collec- 
tivist. He must be firmly anticapitalist in his political convictions, 
and must dedicate his writing, either implicitly or by direct appeal, 
to revolutionary socialism. Consequently, his themes must be 
clearly social, and his heroes must be socially engaged. These 
“positive heroes” must act upon the conviction that man, and not 
some external force, shapes the collective destiny by understanding 
his physical and social environment and by reshaping it. Examin- 
ing Hemingway from this point of view, Soviet critics found that 
his most notable characteristic was a development away from 
individualism, pessimism, and the aimless cultivation of artistic 
craftsmanship — toward collectivism, optimism, and the dedica- 
tion of his art to socially constructive ends. According to their 
scheme, his attitudes were first of all a product of his experiences 
in the First World War. Here was the genesis of the themes 
which were to run through most of his works to 1936; an ob- 
session with death, and a consequent feeling of hopelessness, fatal- 
ism, and passivity; an attitude of disillusionment, characterized by 
a hurt, defensive mistrust of ideals and a general skepticism; an 
attitude of political and social indifference, in which the only 
values are individual values; and concentration on the various 
means of flight from reality. 

Soviet critics were particularly fascinated by his treatment of 
death. Comparing him to Ambrose Bierce in this respect, the 
critic Nemerovskaya wrote; 
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War impregnated him with hopeless pessimism, war prompted in him 
a terror in the face of death. . . . Despair before the impotence of life 
is interwoven with despair before the all-powerfulness of death. War is 
not an arena for heroism, for the snatching of glory for self and 
country; it is a struggle for the preservation of one’s life, for the over- 
coming of one’s own fear of death.- 

And the critic Milier-Budnitskaya found that “fear of death is the 
key to Hemingway’s entire personal and creative biography, to 
his whole system of images and style.” ^ This fixation drove the 
artist to fruitless self-laceration, a kind of grim game in which 
he sedulously sought out situations, both in his life and in his 
art, in which to face the horror of death and to struggle with it. 
This accounted for his passion for bullfighting, big-game hunting, 
and violent sports, and for exploring the details of the death 
process, as in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” and To Have and Have 
Not^ 

But the obsession with death was only part of a larger com- 
posite of desolation in Hemingway. Accompanying this morbid, 
vigorous probing at the ultimate terror was a feeling of futility, an 
all-embracing attitude of indifference and passivity. The critic 
Abramov pointed out that his “rough, athletic style” and the 
“masculinity” of his themes were a mask covering a “weariness, 
skepticism, spiritual and artistic impotence.” ® Kashkeen argued 
that his tremendous mental and physical energy, in combination 
with his emotional and intellectual pessimism, had created the 
peculiar synthesis of a full-blooded zest for the acts of living 
within an omnipresent consciousness of morbid futility. And as 
this attitude continued to develop, Kashkeen declared, 

It has become increasingly clear that his vigor is pretended, that it is 
dissipated by him and by his heroes little by little. Hemingway’s sharp- 
ness of sight has led up to this, that as the most deformed and terrible 
qualities in man appeared in his writing, it became all the more clear 
that his vigor is the aimless vigor of a man trying in vain not to think, 
that his virility is the aimless virility of a despair, that Hemingway all 

* Olga Nemerovskaya, “Sudba amerikanskoi novelly,** Literaturnaja 
uchyoba, No. 5 (1935), p. X02. 

* R, Milier-Budnitskaya in O. B«*estov, **Vecher E. Khemiiigueya,” Rezets, 
No. 7 (1939), p. 24. 

*01ga Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakh geroizma,” Znamya^ No. 6 (1938), 
p. 277. 

*^A1. Abramov, “Molodost veka,” Intematsiomlnaya Uteratura^ No. 6 
(1935), p. 141. 
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the more inexorably seizes upon the temptation of death, that again 
and again he writes only of the end — the end of relationships, the end 
of life, the end of hope and everything. . . . Strength itself, unap- 
plied and unnecessary, becomes a weakness and a burden. . . . Action 
turns into its reverse, into the passive pose of the stoic, into the 
courage of despair.® 

The war affected Hemingway even more strongly, the Russians 
felt, by shattering his personal and social beliefs. Perceiving the 
senselessness of the war, he was shocked by the human degrada- 
tion it involved — ^the destruction of the dignity of the individual 
and the feeling of moral and intellectual emptiness it left with 
those who had experienced it. An equally important shock was 
his return, with heightened sensitivity, to the spiritually empty 
bourgeois world. The necessity of returning to Hfe in these deca- 
dent surroundings, so the Soviet interpretation goes, solidified the 
feeling of moral devastation in the author. Acutely perceiving the 
ugliness and purposelessness of existence under the conditions of 
capitalism, he became the prey of a chronic and bottomless skep- 
ticism, denying all ideals, and insisting on the futility of value 
judgments. In his writing this feeling took the form of a pose of 
ironic indifference, of an unwillingness to go beneath the surface 
of things, a mistrust of emotions, passions, and speculative 
thought, i^dowed with an appetite for the joys of living and an 
acute sense of beauty, he had become spiritually stupefied in per- 
ceiving the hollowness of the postwar world. 

... he passionately loves life, because life — for all its deformity and 
unhappiness — ^is nevertheless beautiful and gives man an inexhaustible 
source of delight and joy. But these pleasures are poisoned, since 
bourgeois society is a rotten swamp, in which natural feelings and 
aspirations become putrefied.*^ 

As a result, his outlook was one of tense reluctance to give him- 
self up to pleasure and healthy emotion, for fear that it was all 
a lie, that through it he might become a prisoner of the general 
slow death about him. This had its effect on the development of 
his writing technique: 

The unique objective manner of Hemingway, his conscious dispas- 
sionate fixation of facts and his stinginess of detail, which he has 
brought to the level of a high technique, arose from the soil of his 

*1. Kashkeen, “Ernest Hemingway; a Tragedy of Craftsmanship,” Inter- 
national literature. No. 5 (1935), p. 75. 

’ Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakfa - . . p. 276. 
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disillusioned, skeptical consciousness. This is characteristic of the crisis 
of contemporary bourgeois thought in general, which is more inclined 
toward the empirical stating of facts than to their explanation and 
generalization. Devoid of genuine pathos, unfulfilled by any personal 
emotional participation of the au&or in the world he describes, it 
leads to spiritless, passionless, artistic glitter, which does not move or 
infect the reader and impresses one only by its splendid craftsmanship. 
But behind this craftsmanship is heard the voice of a despondent skep- 
tic, weary of his own skepticism, but knowing no means of overcoming 

Kashkeen pointed out that the feeling of hopelessness in Hem- 
ingway was not accompanied by a loss of ideals or integrity. 
Instead, it had driven Mm to individualism: 

Not to save the world, but to see it and to remake at least a tiny part 
of it, that’s what Hemingway wants and calls upon others to do. // faut 
cultiver notre jardin, he seems to repeat after Candida and as his aim 
he selects the attainment of craftsmanship.® 

Within tMs narrowed perspective wMch Hemingway defensively 
set for himself, he had become preoccupied with problems of lit- 
erary style. He had developed a passion for simplicity, but in the 
process of simplification his writing had grown capricious and 
cynical. He had begun presenting death, horror, and perversion 
in such primitive tones that Ms pseudo-simplicity had developed 
into a desperate complication. He had devoted Ms energies to art 
for art’s sake, and had reached the point of frustration and per- 
petual floundering. 

A corollary of tMs stunned suspension of belief and emotion 
was bis indifference to political and social problems. For the 
author had purposely constricted Ms field of vision to protect 
Mmself from the possibility of further shocks. As a realist, he 
could not avoid reflecting the objective facts of twentieth-century 
civilization in Ms writing. There was a backdrop of war, revolu- 
tion, and social unrest in Ms stories. These phenomena, however, 
were not important in themselves, but served merely as devices 
for underlining the feeling of personal disillusionment wMch he 
sought to project. Of Ms treatment of war in A Farewell to Arms, 
Nemerovskaya writes: 

Hemingway perceived war through separate military episodes, 
through the single persons with whom he came into direct contact He 

• Nemerovskaya, “Sudba . . . p. 104. 

* Kashkeen* “Ernest Hemingway . . . p. 78. 
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did not and did not want to look into the reasons for the rise of 
he did not look for the real hero of military action — the massed mil- 
lions of soldiers who were transformed into cannon fodder. 

And the critic Dinamov complained that the love story occupied 
too large a place in the novel, since it did not permit the author 
“to turn to more significant phenomena.” 

Another sign of Hemingway’s fundamental lack of concern 
with large social problems was his concentration on the theme 
of isolation and flight. His heroes all repudiated society, consider- 
ing themselves as something apart from the world about them. 
They refused to relate their problems to those of the rest of 
humanity, and tried to solve them as individuals. The critic 
Mingulina complained of the hero of A Farewell to Arms, that: 

. . . Fred Henry is an enemy of imperialist war, but he does not stop 
to consider the possibility of fighting against it. Henry is a “passive” 
pacifist. He deserts not only from the front, he deserts from society and 
tries to win from fate only his own personal happiness. 

Another critic pointed out that Hemingway’s heroes flee from 
thought itself: 

Behind the insistent attention of Hemingway’s heroes to little, every- 
day details there hides a fear of everything that is important, funda- 
mental and decisive; people are afraid to recall anydiing grave or 
terrifying, they fear thought as they would fear an unbearable pain.^^ 

Even the “healthy” tendencies in his writing sprang from the 
urge to escape, since “the proclivity for nature, for sports — have 
led him along the path of severeince from the world which sur- 
rounds him.” 

Despite their distress over these motifs of pessimism, disillu- 
sionment, fear, and flight, Soviet critics saw many good things 
in Hemingway’s art of this period. In the blackest, most despair- 
ing and passive of his attitudes, they perceived strong strains of 
hardihood, honesty, courage, and clear vision, and a passionate 
longing for truth and beauty. They admired his deep, persistent, 

Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakb . . . p. 275. 

^ S. Dinamov, “Roman Khemingueya o voine,” Internatsionalnaya litera- 
tura, No. 7 (1936), p. 165. 

“ A. Mingulina, “Ernest Kheminguei,” Kniga i proletarskaya revolyutsiya. 
No. 8 (1937), p. 125. 

“Ya. Frid, “Rasskazy Khemingueya,” Literaturnoye ohozreniye, No. 18 
(1939), p. 49. 

“ Nemerovskaya in Berestov, op, ciu, p. 24. 
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unchanging honesty in facing the problems with which he tor- 
tured himself. His heroes might try to run away from reality, but 
the tragic dispassionateness with which the author comprehended 
their fruitless attempts to escape bespoke a firm resolve not to 
delude himself. Beneath the skepticism and seeming indifference, 
the critics observed a moral bravery and integrity, and an intel- 
lectual perseverance that compelled admiration- As one critic 
stated it: 

The force of all of Hemingway’s things is precisely in the bravery' which 
is welded to his despair, the fact that he does not give in to his despair, 
but finds within it the ability to struggle against it.^® 

Another wrote: 

Depicting even the most tragic moments in human life, he is able to 
show the health in man, his belief in the worth of humanity, of which 
there is so little in Western European literature.^® 

Allied to these qualities of courage and integrity was a large- 
ness of soul. With his vigorous love of life and his haunting dread 
of death, he understood well the dignity and nobility of human 
passions and sufiering. This quality led the critic Startsev to re- 
mark with deep respect on his treatment of the love story in A 
Farewell to Arms}^ and caused the writer Kaverin to observe 
that he was “one of the most tender of writers,” although his 
prose was genuinely masculine.^® Others remarked on his demo- 
cratic sentiments and his thirst for justice.^^ And even Dinamov, 
who was particularly fond of accusing American authors of 
“selling out,” found that Hemingway, though “a victim of the 
bourgeois world,” was nevertheless an honorable writer.^® 

In this period of his writing Hemingway was considered the 
prisoner of a destructive ideology- Yet he had a strong insight 
into the nature of bourgeois society. Thus, A Farewell to Arms 
was “not a patriotic bourgeois book,” since it demonstrated the 
folly of iiliperialist war.^^ Likewise, his high intelligence and 

Adimoni in Berestov, op. ciu^ p. 24. 

A. Korneichuk, “Literatura velikovo amerikanskovo naroda,” Internal- 
sionalnaya literatura. No. 7-8 (1939), p. 236. 

A. Startsev, ‘*Novoye dekadentstvo,” Literaturnaya gazeta, October 20, 
1936. 

^ V. Kaverin in Berestov, op. cit., p. 23. 

^ Konst. Fedin, “O knigakh Khemingueya,” Intematsionalnaya Uteratum, 
No. 7-8 (1939), p. 217. 

^Dinamov, “Roman Khemingueya . . . p. 169, 

p. 167 
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instinctively healthy sense of human values prevented him from 
becoming a party to the decadence of the “lost generation.” 
Kashkeen asserts that he was “at one and the same time a part of 
the lost generation and above it,” that he was “internally hos- 
tile” to it, despised its Bohemianism, and, after a period of ex- 
perimentation, had even repudiated the decadent influence of its 
literary gods.^ Another critic pointed out that his interest in 
nature and sports was in itself a repudiation of bourgeois society: 

Hemingway likes to write about people who justify their lives in 
struggle, in stubborn daily competition. Despising the “competition” 
of the bourgeoisie, the struggle of capital with capital, and of capital 
against poverty, Hemingway passionately studies those rare events in 
bourgeois society when only the naked abilities of people compete, 
their wills, intelligence, strength, skills and sharp-sightedness. . . 

Finally, and perhaps the most important of the “positive” 
qualities which shone through the ideologically uncongenial works 
which Hemingway wrote before the middle thirties was the charm 
of his prose. Commenting on “The Killers” in 1934, Kashkeen 
wrote: 

The stinginess and reticence of Hemingway, which forces the reader 
to complete the saying of that which inevitably flows out of what the 
author has told, his tendency to sharpen the perception of the reader, 
to teach him alertness, to focus his eyes to unaccustomed angles — all 
this demands thoughtful, creative reading. And Hemingway deserves 

this.25 

There were almost no objections to the effort which Hemingway 
demands of his readers. His disciplined, laconic, and economical 
narrative technique was consistently praised, by critics and writers 
alike. At various times he was compared to Tolstoi, Chekhov, 
Mayakovski, and even Pushkin. Kashkeen, who made the most 
thorough study of his style, stressed the variety of his verbal 
gifts, which made it possible for him to suggest depths of emo- 
tion and a wide range of psychological shadings through change 
of pace and rhythm, and through the manipulation of purely objec- 

“L Kashkeen, “Ernest Kheminguei,” Internatsionalnaya literatura, No. 
7-8 (1939), pp. 319-20. 
p. 322. 

; ** Frid, p. 49. 

*®Ivan Kashkeen, “Dve novelly Khemingueya,” Internatsionalnaya lit era- 
tura. No. 1 (1934), p. 93. 
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tive detail-® Others stressed his precision and simplicity. The 
writer Kaverin remarked: 

In the artistic manner of Hemingway one is struck by one point — 
accuracy, not only the astonishing accuracy of description, but the 
unusual faithfulness of intonation in the transmission of the most in- 
timate things.^'^ 

His seemingly reticent, dispassionate manner was found to be 
capable of extraordinarily sharp and powerful dramatic effects. 
Perhaps the greatest tribute to Hemingway as a craftsman was 
made by the critic who said, simply: 

Hemingway describes descending a mountain on skis with amazing 
plasticity — not a single contemporary prose writer has told about move- 
ment with such precision, energy, grace, and simplicity.-® 

It might be concluded, despite the obvious fondness for Hem- 
ingway, that Soviet critics would consider him hopelessly mired in 
a doomed ideology, destined to end his days as a prisoner of his 
own sensitivity. But when Soviet criticism saw wor^ in a writer, 
it was always eager to prescribe solutions for his psychological 
and ideological problems. So it was in the case of Hemingway. 
In spite of their distress at his subjectivity and his passive atti- 
tude toward the social, economic, and political problems of the 
world he so loathed, they saw hope in his freedom from bourgeois 
ideals. The key to his dilemma, they contended, was his self- 
absorption. The prescription was clear. He must cease his per- 
sonal brooding over insoluble problems and employ his marvelous 
energy and intelligence and his high sensitivity to questions which 
were, in Soviet opinion, capable of solution. He must transform 
his concern over individu^ destiny into a concern for social 
destiny. 

The critic Grinberg discussed the tragic lovers of A Farewell 
to Arms, with their dream of simple, sequestered happiness, and 
remarked that Hemingway should understand that “tesides these 
little and imattainable dreams there exists a large dream wMch 
will be attained, a large dream which will win out in battle.”^ 
MUler-Budnitskaya wrote that: 

®®Kashkeen, “Ernest Kheminguei,'* pp. 321-22. 

^ Kaverin in Berestov, op. ciu, p, 23. 

«Frid, p. 48. 

Grinberg, “Chto zhe dalshe?’’ Zvezda, No. 3 (1937), p. 190. 
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The tragedy of Heming^'ay the artist is in his huge longing to create 
an epic art and his inability to find genuine material for it in his sur- 
roundings. . . . The epic art of the twentieth century cannot be built 
on the material of the imperialist war of 1914 or of future wars of the 
peoples of the capitalist world. This is because one of the indispensable 
prerequisites of a great epos and the great theme of the most powerful 
epic creations of the past is the struggle for social revolution.^® 

Dinamov felt that one of Hemingway’s chief difficulties was the 
inability to find a positive hero, since the class which he stub- 
bornly persisted in writing about — ^the bourgeoisie — ^was incapable 
of supplying such a hero.'"^^ Again, the solution was obvious: 

A remarkable master of detail, a fine observer of particulars, an at- 
tentive investigator of the little lives of empty people — Hemingway in 
the name of art must tear himself away from the bourgeois world.^- 

Soviet critics first saw the symptoms of ideological change in 
Hemingway in activities that were not precisely literary. In 1935 
he wrote a bitter article for New Masses, concerning the re- 
sponsibility of the United States government for the deaths of 
unemployed war veterans whom it had sent to the Florida Keys in 
hurricane months. The article was immediately translated and 
printed in the Russian edition of International Literature, with the 
following editorial footnote: 

We insert the article by Ernest Hemingway as one of the most im- 
portant documents of the development of revolutionary literature in 
America. Hemingway — ^the most powerful American writer — has never 
taken part in any sort of social action of writers and has consciously 
stood aside from the revolutionary movement.^s 

The critic Silman remarked approvingly that Hemingway was 
beginning to release himself from the shackles of “absolute neu- 
trdity” by seeking ways of effective protest against bourgeois so- 
ciety.®^ 

Miller-Budnitskaya, ‘Truest Kheminguei" Internatsionalnaya litera- 
tura^ No. 6 (1937), p. 219. For a discussion between Edmund Wilson and 
the Russians on this point, see Kashkeen, “Ernest Hemingway . . . op. 
cit. and Edmund Wilson, “Pismo sovetskim chitatelyam o Khemingueye,” 
Internatsionalnaya literatura. No. 2 (1936), pp. 151-54. 

Dinamov, “Roman Khemingueya . . , p. 169. 
p. 170. 

"Footnote to title of Hemingway’s “Kto ubil veteranov voiny vo 
Floride?” Internatsionalnaya literatura. No. 12 (1935), p. 56. 

"T. Silman, “Ernest Kheminguei,’* Literatumy sovremennik. No. 3 
(1936), pp. 181-82. 
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The first srtistic evidence of fundBinentBl chsii^e in Hemiii^* 
way, however, came in 1937,®'' with the American publication of 
To Have and Have Not. Soviet critics stressed that here, for the 
first time, the author had decisively come to grips with economic 
and social problems and had taken pains to point out sharp class 
contrasts,®® although one reviewer felt that he had done this 
somewhat “mechanicahy.” AU critics perceived that the hero 
of this novel, Harry Morgan, was less individualistic than Hem- 
ingway’s previous heroes. Unlike his predecessors, Harry faces 
problems which are basically economic, brought on by the de- 
pression in the America of the thirties. The critic Platonov felt 
that Harry displayed most of the traits of a real proletarian hero, 
and Nemerovskaya tentatively suggested that he might even be 
considered a “positive hero.” ®® There was a major shortcoming, 
however: 

He lacks the ability to seek his salvation in cooperation with other 
proletarians. ... He does not have enough of that which cognizant 
proletarians have — an understanding that one must ally oneself with all 
workingmen.^® 

Kashkeen insisted that Hemingway was still lost in his “pes- 
simistic blind alley.” Nemerovskaya agreed: 

To his general dissatisfaction with capitalistic reality, Hemingway 
has added a protest against the social order. But this protest, which 
discloses no perspective, remains sterile and merely aggravates the 
pessimistic character of his work. The novel To Have and Have Not 
belongs among his most gloomy and hopeless things.'*^ 

*^Two critics in 1939 looked back to the stories ‘The Short Happy Life 
of Francis Macomberi’ and “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” both published in 
1936, and found evidence of impending change. Kashkeen, “Ernest Khe- 
minguei,” op. cit., p. 330 and Frid, op. cit., p. 51. 

®®V. Druzin, “V poiskakh nastoyashchevo cheloveka,” Rezets, No. 18 
(1938), p. 22; Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakh . . . p. 286; Kashkeen, 
“Ernest Kheminguei,” p. 329; Frid, p, 51. 

“Ot redaktsii,” Internatsionalnaya literature. No. 4 (1938), p, 23. This 
was the only reviewer who objected strongly to the book on esthetic 
grounds. Druzin took issue with this review, and contended that “in the 
Soviet press this novel has received unanimously positive evaluation.” 
Druzin, op. cit., p. 22. 

“Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakh . . . p. 278, 
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Nevertheless, Kashkeen felt that there was great collective signifi- 
cance in Harry’s dying verdict that “no matter how, a man alone 
ain’t got no bloody chance.” ^ And the overwhelming number of 
critics shared the opinion of Kaverin that, 

Two points are distinctly visible in the creative path of Hemingway: 
The Sun Also Rises — this nonintervention in tragedy; and To Have and 
Have Not — an intervention in it. Gradually, just as gradually as his 
heroes approach the turning point in their understanding, Hemingway 
himself has come to an understanding of his obligation to the people, 
to world art.^3 

Hemingway’s departure for Spain shortly after the beginning of 
the Civil War was widely heralded in the Soviet Union. It was 
decided that at last he had accomplished a decisive political act, 
which in turn might bring about a reshaping of his art. Upon learn- 
ing that he was writing a book on Spanish themes, one critic 
wrote: 

We believe that this book will tear Hemingway away from his dev- 
astated, confused heroes. We believe that Hemingway will understand 
that heroism consists not in fearless single combat with bulls in a 
circus arena or in pursuing wild beasts in Africa. Because if Heming- 
way recognizes that in the present moment the duty of every honor- 
able man, of every writer, is to raise his voice against the unbridled 
might of world reaction, then he will find the answer to the question 
which torments Jake Barnes; how to live in this world.”^^ 

The chief product of his experiences in Spain to reach Soviet 
readers, aside from his ardently antifascist reportage of the con- 
flict, was the play The Fifth Column. The critics reacted to this 
work with complete and unanimous enthusiasm,^^ One of them 
stressed Hemingway’s understanding of the complicated psychol- 
ogy of a fighter, and his appreciation of the fact that a positive 
ideology can be molded in a man in the process of struggle. 
Another wrote: 

^Kashkeen, “Ernest Kheminguei,** p. 330. 

" Kaverin in Berestov, op. cit., p. 23. 

Nemerovskaya, “V poiskakh . . . p. 287. 

"B. Pesis, “Pyataya kolonna,” Literaturnoye obozreniye, No. 11 (1939), 
pp. 33-36; M. Bleiman, “Poeziya borby i gumanizma,” Iskusstvo i zhizn, No. 
5 (1939), pp. 15-17; A. Abramov, “Novoye v amerikanskoi dramaturgii,’’ 
Teatr, No. 2-3 (1939), pp, 39-50; I. Grinberg, “Geroi beryotsya za oruzhiye/* 
Rezets, No. 9-10 (1939), pp. 28-30; introduction to “Pyataya kolonna,’* 
Internatsionalnaya literatura. No. 1 (1939), pp. 99-100, 
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. . . the experiences of the past two years have taught Hemingway 
much, have compelled him to make a definite conclusive choice, have 
forced him to understand that humanity, in the face of attack by the 
fascist barbarians, has, in the words of Hemingway himself, only one 
path — “fight, fight for the right to a life worthy of humanity,” 

Kashkeen concluded that, 

The problem of the personal and the social, the anarcho-individualistic 
and the pacifistic, which he treated a decade ago in A Farewell to 
Arms, has taken a 180-degree turn, in correspondence with Heming- 
way’s changed view of a new, just war. In A Farewell to Arms — flight 
from the social to the personal; here — from the personal to social 
duty.^'^ 

For Whom the Bell Tolls has never been published in the Soviet 
Union. The novel is by no means unknown in Russia, however. 
The manuscript of a Russian translation has been widely cir- 
culated in the Soviet literary world, and a few copies of the 
American editions can be found in public libraries. One can only 
speculate on the reasons for withholding its Russian publication. 
Certainly, there axe serious ideological deficiencies in the book, 
in Soviet eyes. Its hero, Robert Jordan, has found a social cause 
in the fight for the Spanish Republic against fascism, and he 
pursues tie fight with the usual Hemingway vitality. But in spite 
of this the feeling of cosmic purposelessness remains dominant 
in his nature, and Kashkeen has pointed out that his death is a 
meaningless act of stoical sacrifice, dictated by a purely subjective 
code.^® Further, the novel’s pronounced disparagement of certain 
highly placed Comintern figures would be enough to prevent its 
issuance in Russia. A few remarks made by the critic Mendelson 
in 1947 help to explain its suppression. Mendelson complamed 
that Hemingway had proved incapable of dealing with “advanced 
ideas,” and that he had “perverted the meaning of many of the 
most important events of the Civil War in Spain.” He had made 
Jordan the protagonist of the “American ideals of agrarian democ- 
racy of the middle of the past century.” Hemingway’s only gen- 
uinely positive characters, according to Mendelson, were his 

** Abramov, “Novoye . . . op. cit., p. 39. 

Kashkeen, “Ernest Kheminguei,” op. cit, p. 333. 

“ Ivan Kashkeen, “Perechityvaya Khemmgueya,” Inostrmnaya Uieraiura, 
No. 4 (1956), p. 200. 
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Spanish partisans. And Ms treatment of Andre Marty and other 
‘"international fighters” was “absolutely distorted.” 

In 1955, after a period of sixteen years in which there were no 
new translations of Hemingway and no reprintings, The Old Man 
and the Sea was published in the magazine Inostrannaya Lit era- 
tura. The story created a sensation among Soviet readers; once 
more Hemingway was their favorite living American author. No 
doubt he had never lost first place in the hearts of many of them, 
but now the official sanction of an appearance in print made it 
possible to admire him openly again. Clearly this story, with its 
message of rugged courage and quiet, dogged heroism, held some- 
thing special for them. There was disagreement, however, on 
what that something special was. Three students of Moscow Uni- 
versity, presumably representative of the reading public, were 
inclined to accept the story primarily as a parable of unflagging 
bravery in the face of adversity. In an open letter to Hemingway 
in Inostrannaya Literatura they gave it this interpretation: 

Everywhere people struggle for happiness, for a life worthy of man. 
They do not always win: they must experience both misfortune and 
defeat But he who, like the old man, is capable of daily feats, who 
knows how to seize victory, does not despair after the most grievous 
failure. He does not despair — and continues the struggle.®^ 

Like these students, aU the critics agreed that the author had 
shown deep sympathy and respect for the dignity of Santiago, his 
simple fisherman hero, and that Santiago’s solitary exploit against 
nearly impossible odds was inspiring. What disturbed them, how- 
ever, was that both Santiago’s symbolic victory in triumphing over 
the giant marlin and his defeat in losing it to sharks took place 
in a tenuous social context. In the words of the critic Lvov, the 
story contained “all the winds of the sea,” but lacked “a feeling 
of the winds of Mstory.” The critic Drobyshevski clumsily pro- 
vided a historical ingredient by reading the story of Santiago as a 
tragedy of man’s loneliness in the capitalist world. It was an 
“optimistic tragedy,” since the old man, in “all the beauty of Ms 
healthy soul and healthy body,” is the kind who “wiU not submit to 

"M. Mendelson, “Amerikanskaya literatura v poiskakh obraza nastoya- 
shchevo cheloveka,** Znamya, No. 3 (1947), pp. 176-77. 

®*V. Agrikolyanski* A. Krasnovski, and D. Rachkov, 'Tismo studentov 
Eroestu Khemingueyu,’' Inostrannaya literatura. No. 1 (1956), p. 233. 

^ Sergei Lvov, “Mesto cbeloveka v zhizniT Literatumaya gazeta, October 
27, 1955, p. 2. 
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the dollar and will not lower his head before the cannon’s 
mouth.” Lvov replied, however, that a man’s lone struggle, 
however valiant, is not a source of optimism: 

It seems to me that one must seek conflict in those causes which 
turned the life of Santiago into a mortal combat face to face with the 
elements and beasts of the sea. One must seek conflict in the social 
sphere. And however the struggle ends, this conflict will not be re- 
moved. The very circumstance that the old man has no sort of other 
perspective than a naked, primitive struggle for existence — this is the 
sum total of his life. And that is the dramatic conflict between the 
magnificent human qualities of Santiago and the inhuman life he lives. 
Hemingway senses the existence of this conflict, but he does not know 
a way out.^^ 

In a retrospective article on Hemingway in 1956, Kashkeen 
pointed out that in this story, as in the novel Across the River and 
into the Trees, the writer had reemphasized his early personal 
themes of fate and death. Formerly, however, he had explored 
the weaknesses and vulnerability of strong people; now he wrote 
of the “moral strength of a decrepit old man,” and in doing so 
had asserted “more faith in man and respect for him.” Kashkeen 
thought it significant that although Santiago is physically defeated 
by circumstances of fate, his moral victory does not cost him his 
life. Nevertheless, there was fatalism in the old man’s words to 
the fish: “Come on and kill me. I do not care who kills who.” 
Brooding and closely identified with his hero, Hemingway had 
“directed life itself into the narrow, immediate surroundings of 
a lonely old man.” Although he deeply admired the story, Kash- 
keen stiU felt that, like the unsuccessful novel that had preceded 
it, this was a “muttered conversation,” a fragment, an etude, an 
attempt to work out a limited problem — “scarcely the sum of 
Hemingway’s reflections on postwar reality.” For die writer had 
attempted to evade the “postwar contradictions” of the capitalist 
world by taking up a “pan-human theme.” He still refused to write 
about America, and this was a silent protest against his own, now 
alien culture. But as long as he continued to fight shy of con- 
temporary social problems, “his attempt to avoid looking at much, 
and of thinking about much, limits and impoverishes Ms creative 
possibilities.” 

“Vladislav Drobyshevski, “Nepobedimy,” Zvezda, No. 5 (1956), p. 166. 

“Sergei Lvov, “Repl&a kritBni Vladislavu Eh-obyshev^omu,’* Zvezda, 
No, 8 (1956), p. 189. 

** Kashkeen, “Perechityvaya . . . op, ciu, p. 194. 
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Well over a million copies of Hemingway’s works, in book or 
periodical form, have circulated among the Soviet public. It is 
obviously impossible to measure accurately his impact on Russian 
readers as a whole. Certainly his influence extends far beyond 
the small circle of writers and critics whom I have cited here. 
Russian readers may view him from a perspective quite different 
from that of the professional critics, who are influenced by the 
ideological disciplie of Socialist Realism and must respect the 
political realities of the Party line. The judgments of the critics, 
while interesting in themselves, may in fact present a distorted 
picture of the general Russian reaction to Hemingway. 

Despite the critics’ disapproval of his preoccupation with themes 
of desolation, it is probable that many readers have appreciated 
him precisely because he offers a forlorn picture of life. Although 
there has been a concerted attempt to exorcise attitudes of 
pessimism, disillusionment, hopelessness, and skepticism from 
the Soviet scene, these emotions undoubtedly exist in abundance 
in Russia. Particularly in the twenties, but certainly continuing to 
some extent even to the present, Russia has had her own “lost 
generation,” intellectual and spiritual casualties of the Revolution 
who must feel a strong affinity for Jake Barnes and Brett Ashley. 
Paradoxically, Hemingway’s morbid picture of life in the “deca- 
dent” West may also appeal to yet another group of Russians — 
those who ardently support the Soviet regime — by reinforcing 
their feeling of cultural superiority. 

On the other hand, Hemingway’s realism lacks the documentary 
quality which is so prominent in such realists as Sinclair, Dos 
Passes and Theodore Dreiser. In general, his writing is much 
more philosophical and psychological than sociological in its 
emphasis. Despite his marvelous ability to reconstruct the world 
of people and things, he is much more concerned with eternal, 
abstract problems than with those of immediate social, political, 
or economic interest. Ultimately, to like Hemingway, one must 
sympathize with his approach to the large personal issues which 
trouble and will continue to trouble everyone, everywhere. This 
would suggest that in insisting that he cease exploring the problem 
of death and deemphasize the element of love, the critics were sub- 
scribing more to official doctrine than to their own feelings. For 
Russians are still awed by death, and Russians still fall in love. 

Other aspects of Soviet criticism probably indicate the readers’ 
response more accurately. For one thing, readers must admire 
Hemingway’s narrative gifts. If his style conceals, as Kashkeen 
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suggested, a “desperate complication,” it is nevertheless simple 
and" intelligible. It moves swiftly, and it is exciting. In this respect, 
the Soviet reader probably appreciates him for the same qualities 
that have made him a best seller in America. Likewise, his 
vigorous love of nature, sports, combat, and adventure must 
appeal to the Russians. This clean, rugged outlook on life (despite 
its elements of bravado, of which the critics took due note) 
strikes the same chord in the Russian heart as do the stories of 
London, In the Russians there is a strong love of the primitive, 
and a comparable distaste for the sophisticated, which amounts 
at times to a puritanical attitude toward the “decadent” trappings 
of civilization. The unmistakable longing for a simpler, more 
pure and elemental life which rings in Hemingway’s stories must 
find response in this part of the Soviet reader’s nature. Ultimately 
it is Hemingway’s profound understanding of the natural aspira- 
tions of men which appeals to the Russian public. 


Deming Brown 
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Alive in the Ivlidst of Death: Ernest Hemingway 

In January, 1954, Ernest Hemingway had been hunt- 
ing big game in Central Africa, His plane crashed in an out-of- 
the-way place near the border of the Belgian Congo. For a time 
Hemingway was believed to have lost his life, and when he re- 
turned safely to Nairobi he found, along with other boons of 
civilization, heaps of newspapers containing reports of his death. 
“In ail obituaries, or almost ail, it was emphasized that I had 
sought death all my life,” Hemingway wrote, adding that, to 
judge from the reports, after his “constant efforts to court death” 
death had caught up with him in the neighborhood of Kiliman- 
jaro. For a while Hemingway was amused and even indulged in 
“that strange vice of reading his own obituaries.” But soon he 
lost patience and declared: “Can one imagine that if a man sought 
death all his life he could not have found her before the age of 
fifty-four? It is one thing to be in the proximity of death, to 
know more or less what she is, and it is quite another thing to 
seek her. She is the most easy thing to find that I know of.” In 
the same passage Hemingway asserted that in his dreams at least 
he saw himself as “a very gay and witty person,” to which it may 
be added that, to all appearances, he is fond of life and of good 
people, of his sons and his wife “Miss Mary,” of hunting, of 
good books, of a strong drink and a merry yam. 

Yet the numerous allusions in the “obituaries” to Hemingway’s 
taste for the theme of death and violence were not accidental. 
They echoed a number of articles whose nature is revealed in 
their titles— for instance, “Canon of Death,” “Mr. Hemingway 
und der Tod,” “Torches of Violence” (all three in 1932), 
“Violence and Discipline” (1947) — or in their basic concept as 
“Une CEUvre toute consacree k la violence et k la mort” (Andre 
Maurois, 1955). The critics were influenced not only by such titles 
of Hemingway’s stories as “The Killers,” Death in the Afternoon, 
“Who Killed the Veterans in Florida?,” but also by their essence. In 
them Hemingway seems to recognize that “in the midst of life 
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we are in death.” He cannot but feel death in the life that sur- 
rounds him, and death for him, at least as an onlooker, is one 
of the main themes of modem decadent art. It is but natural that 
this should cast a shadow on his work. Who then is right, Hem- 
ingway or the authors of the “obituaries”? 

A first impression might suggest that it is the latter who are 
right. The theme of violence and death is seldom absent from 
Hemingway’s work. That may be because Hemingway took part 
in two world wars and two smaller wars (though one of them 
was of world-wide importance inasmuch as it was the first battle 
with fascism, in Spain). War made Hemingway see death with- 
out disguise or heroic illusions, and, gazing at its grim face, he 
began to treat organized death as a social phenomenon inherent 
in the world that surrounded him. It was at the front that Heming- 
way got to know the harsh world that wants to solve aU conflicts 
by war, a world of wolves where everyone wars on everyone else. 

The years following the First World War saw the revolt, the 
breaking away and the partial return to the parental home, of 
the so-called “Lost Generation.” Crippled and frustrated by 
their wartime experiences, depressed by the fear of the co min g 
crisis, they fell victims to the social disease of the age. Tired and 
empty-hearted, they were haunted by “the end of something,” 
the end of hope, the dulling of their very perception of life. In 
his books of that period Hemingway came nearest to the decadent 
philosophy of some of his good-for-nothing characters. He 
attained world fame as the bard of the “Lost Generation.” 
Whether consciously or not, he provided a model for numerous 
inferior followers and snobbish imitators. 

After the great success of his first book of short stories and 
his two early novels, there began for Hemingway a period of 
reconciliation, of “a separate peace” with the same rich loafers 
whom he had so ruthlessly exposed. He frequented bullfights in 
Spain, went hunting in Africa, took to fishing, settled in Florida, 
and did hardly any writing for seven years. 

In the early thirfes, the days of the great depression, a good 
many American writers turned to social themes, but Hemingway’s 
response to the new demands of life was very slow. There still 
worked wi thin him the poison of the “Lost Generation,” of those 
who have learned to shun life, which he felt contained much 
that was horrible. He tried not to think of it, but to keep silent 
was terribly hard, and by way of relief he talked to himsehf as an 
artist — ^“He had gotten rid of many things by writing them.” 
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And when Hemingway made an effort to understand what was 
happening in the world, he came to the bitter conclusion that is 
held in his story “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” (1936). No matter 
how the dying writer Harry tries to comfort himself with the idea 
that he is only a spy in the country^ of the very rich and the very 
dull, a place he would leave when he had written about it, he 
nevertheless remains a hostage in the camp of those with whom 
he drinks and hunts and talks of art. The realization of the 
price he has paid comes too late because that price is death, 
^ physical, moral, and artistic. The death of the writer Harry is a 
kind of symbolic purification: he sheds a skin that is dead, but 
still there is no way into life either for the hero or for the author. 

And in the meantime life was invading Hemingway’s seclusion, 
reminding him of fresh acts of violence. As a newsman he had 
already had his say both about the tragic death of the veterans 
in Florida and about Mussolini’s Abyssinian venture, and about 
the initial stages of the revolutionary movement in Spain. But the 
fascist intervention in Spain was the last straw: when it came, 
Hemingway simply could not stay at his desk any longer. More 
than once he had tried to crush his own journalistic restlessness 
so it would not hinder his work as a writer. He knew from ex- 
perience what deep scars may be left by hackwork for American 
papers asking of the reporter “to forget every day what happened 
the day before,” to forget it in more ways than one. But Heming- 
way still felt the urge to take part in real life, and it was the sallies 
into reality that enriched him as a writer and brought him back 
to the great topics of the day. 

Life in a world based on the sordid laws of moneygrubbing, 
violence, and death is a cruel affair, particularly for the underdog. 
What Nick Adams (the hero of his early short stories) remem- 
bered best from his childhood were manifestations of life’s dire 
cruelty: the suicide in “Indian Camp,” the lynching of the Negro, 
the brutal scenes of American everyday existence from the book 
In Out Time, the encounter with the “killers” after which Nick 
dejectedly remarks: “I am going to get out of this town.” Gang- 
sters, killers, executions, murders — all these abound both in 
Hemingway’s early stories and in his later novels such as To Have 
and Have Not and For Whom the Bell Tolls. In them there is 
pknty of death and fear and violence, the very things that were 
handled by so many decadent writers from Edgar Allan Poe to 
Ambrose Bierce, from Faulkner to Mailer, and down to the comic 
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strips and Mickey Spillane. The point, however, is not only what 
you write about, but how you do it and what stand you take. 

Hemingway’s work, centering on one set of problems, turned 
to them again and again. Slowly and persistently he molded them 
into concrete shapes, only to turn to them once more from a 
new point and, striving at ever greater clearness, to look at them 
with the eyes of the same hero who under various names per- 
sonifies the various stages in the biography of the author and of 
his generation. 

For Hemingway life is inseparable from death and is a fight at 
close quarters in which his heroes overcome not only the fear of 
death but the fear of life’s intricacies and the disintegration 
threatening the individual It is real life, work, and creative power 
that give him strength for the fight. The ultimate goal of the 
struggle may not always be clear to him, even the immediate tasks 
he may not always solve correctly, but the important point is 
that again and again the major problems of life crop up in his 
books. These problems include the invigorating and inspiring 
role of work (it was this that helped both Hemingway himself 
and his Jake Barnes to break loose from the vicious circle of 
the Fiesta in which the idlers of the “Lost Generation” were 
moving). They include, too, the struggle for a decent life, as 
carried on not only by individuals like Harry Morgan, Philip 
Rawlings, and Robert Jordan, but by the Spanish guerrillas as 
well. They include, too, the solidarity of honest men and women 
from different countries (its clearest presentation being the film 
script The Spanish Earth), and, thence, the idea that life itself 
should not be spared for a great cause. They include, too, the 
problem of apparent defeat and inner victory on the moral plane 
(El Sordo, Old Man Santiago), of temporary defeat and ultimate 
victory on the historical plane (“On the Americans Dead in 
Spain”). 

In grappling with these problems, in overcoming dfficulties and 
doubts, Hemingway’s heroes grow up, and step by step their idea 
of the meaning of life changes and crystallizes. The straggle of 
common people for a decent existence, their simple and straight- 
forward attitude towards life and death serve as a model for 
Hemingway’s more complex and contradictory characters- All of 
them ^ke are faced with the problems of fear, violence and 
death; they solve them in different ways, but the best among them 
look for support to life, strength, and courage. The irresponsibility 
of the “Lost Generation” is superseded by heroism and the sense 
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of duty that make Jordan akin to El Sordo; the inertia of an Ole 
Andreson is superseded by action that makes old Santiago akin 
to his creator, Hemingway. Whether of his own will or in spite of 
it, Hemingway seeks this assertion of life in communion with 
nature, in the hope that you abide forever in the work of art you 
have created, and in the moral victory of the heroic deed that 
makes you immortal in the memory of man. 

In a letter of 1939 Hemingway wrote: 

As long as there is a war you always think perhaps you will be 
killed, so you have nothing to worry about. But now I am not killed, 
so I have to work. And as you have no doubt discovered living is much 
more difScuIt and complicated than dying and it is just as hard as ever 
to write. . . . But I am going to keep on writing as well as I can and 
as truly as I can until I die. And I hope I never die. 

These words may be interpreted in the following way: in Re- 
publican Spain the writer came in touch with conscious heroism, 
and now he feels strong enough to fix it forever, and his former 
joyless, stoical demand “Do or die” is replaced by the no less 
categorical “Won’t die until Fve done it.” 

In this struggle for a decent life man must have something to 
fall back upon: he must conquer old habits and conventions; he 
must keep free from gilded chains and preserve his inner freedom; 
he must assert life by action, as a worker, as a hero, as an artist. 
He must, by training his courage, overcome both the fear of 
death and the fear of life. Strength, sure of its right, must check 
the course of violence. 

Let us illustrate the idea by a few examples from Hemingway’s 
later works. In For Whom the Bell Tolls the Spanish peasant 
Andrds asks the antifascist American Robert Jordan: 

“Do you have no big proprietors?” 

“Many” 

“Then there must be abuses.” 

“Certainly. There are many abuses.” 

“But you will do away with them?” 

“We try to more and more. But there are many abuses still. . . 

“Then you will have to fight in your country as we fight here.” 

“Yes, we will have to fight.” 

“But are there not many fascists in your country?” 

“There are many who do not know they are fascists but will find it 
out when the time comes.” 

“But you cannot destroy them until they rebel?” 

“No. We cannot destroy than. But we can educate the people so 
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that they will fear fascism and recognize it as it appears and combat 
it.” 

Hemingway had old accounts to square with the fascists. The 
cruel and stupid shooting by the Italian carabinieri of the soldiers 
retreating from Caporetto — ^which he witnessed and later de- 
scribed in A Farewell to Arms — came to Hemingway, even amid 
the usual military cruelty, as a foretaste of fascist methods of in- 
timidation. But while Tenente Henry was but an ‘‘unconscientious 
objector,” Hemingway himself and the heroes of his Spanish 
books are conscious fighters against fascism. In his speech at the 
Second Congress of American Writers Hemingway said that 
fascism is the lie of a great bully and that there is only one way 
to quell a bully and that is to thrash him. 

Even when using force to fight violence, many of Hemingway's 
heroes are humane. Theirs is a kindness equally free from cruelty 
and from weakness. Anselmo the hunter finds it hard even to kill 
a bear, but Anselmo the guerrilla, though he weeps, shoots at 
the fascists. 

In To Have and Have Not Hemingway asked himself how a 
simple man could hold his own, and how he could reach and join 
other simple folks. The Civil War in Spain showed him such 
people, capable of both holding their own and repulsing fascist 
violence. Here, too, he got a better knowledge of his friends and 
comrades-in-arms. They were simple, brave, and talented men — 
Ralph Fox, Mat6 Zalka, Ludwig Renn, Joris Ivens, the soldiers 
of the Lincoln Battalion. They were men who had embraced the 
just cause of the Republic, men who loved life but were ready to 
lose it. Here, in Spain, Hemingway at last found the right words 
to be said about victory over death. In recalling the men who 
stemmed the flood of fascist violence at the cost of their lives, 
he says (in the film script The Spanish Earth) : “When you were 
young you gave death much importance. Now you give it none. 
You only hate it for the people that it takes away.” Fighting 
death proved to be most successful when death was treated as a 
social phenomenon. And even in a book so contradictory and 
controversial as For Whom the Bell Tolls^ for all its deficiencies 
of judgment and artistic drawbacks, victory over death is con- 
vincing precisely for the reason that the author gives a picture, 
be it ever so subjective and even distorted, of a certain part of 
the struggle against the scourge of humanity, fascism. 

The activities of the partisans, the tragjb end H Sordo’s 
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men, the blowing up of the bridge, Andres making his way across 
the lines with the dispatch, the figures of El Sordo and old An- 
selmo, magnificent in their simplicity, all these are done with 
great force and feeling. In a way, even Robert Jordan is another 
step in the evolution of Hemingway’s hero. For Tenente Henry 
there is no hope or solace anywhere. Harry Morgan dies every- 
body’s enemy, alone with his crime. He dies because he failed 
in one more attempt to provide for himself. Even if he feels no 
remorse, neither actual nor moral victory is his, nothing, save a 
bitter sense of being beaten and alone. And, more important, it 
is not one of Hemingway’s beloved individualist intellectuals that 
arrives at Morgan’s conclusion, “One man alone ain’t got no 
. . . chance'’; it is one of those simple people whose integrity 
attracts Hemingway but remains as yet inaccessible for him. Now, 
For Whom the Bell Tolls opens with the words of John Donne: 
“No man is an Band, intire of it selfe.” Jordan, like all of Hem- 
ingway’s doubles, is reticent and unsociable, yet he is something 
more than the Aldington hero looking for refuge in the Islands 
of the Blessed. Jordan leaves his seclusion, he deliberately fights 
“for all the poor in the world,” and dying alone is but the sad 
lot of those of his kind. The trouble with Jordan is that the burden 
is too much for him to bear. He is the wrong man for the part, 
not typical of the scene and events which Hemingway was ex- 
pected to treat as an epic. 

The closing words of the epigraph “never send to know for 
whom the bell tolls; it tolls for thee,” are Donne’s. But it may 
be that the thought of the bell was suggested to Hemingway by 
the emblem on the banner of the Lincoln Battalion, showing a 
silhouette that might be Lincoln in a tasseled Spanish cap, with a 
Liberty Bell for background. 

It was impossible for Hemingway, for his Jordan, to keep aloof 
and unconcerned when from every comer of the earth simple, 
honest, and courageous men came flocking to the defense of the 
simple, honest, and courageous people of Spain. Nor can the 
reader feel unconcerned when Hemingway’s bell tolls for Jordan, 
even such a Jordan as we see in the book, and even though the 
bell sounds cracked. 

Both El Sordo and Jordan die, but how different their last 
moments! El Sordo does not want to die, but he knows it is 
necessary. And that, for him, is the end of all doubts and the be- 
ginning of his heroic work. He works on the hill with his guerrillas 
as he worked in Ms field removing weeds, seeing to it that as many 
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weeds as possible should go. Jordan strives to attain the same atti- 
tude, he tries to be like El Sordo and Anselmo, if only when facing 
death: stop thinking, you are a bridge-blower nowL And whEe blow- 
ing up the bridge he also works, but then things take a different turn. 
The author was not bound to kill Jordan, but nevertheless Jordan 
was doomed. He dies not only for Spain, not only to save the 
girl Maria whom he loves, but also for his own sake and in ful- 
fillment of a moral duty. The grim world in which he had grown 
up has not broken Jordan nor forced him to a deal with his 
conscience, as it did Harry Morgan. Jordan dies a moral victor, 
but he never became a part either of the common victory or the 
common defeat. He fought in the ranks, but he, too, dies alone. 

Just remember what a full picture of life El Sordo takes away 
with him: 

Whether one has fear of it or not, one’s death is difficult to accept 
Sordo had accepted it but there was no sweetness in its acceptance even 
at fifty-two, with three wounds and him surrounded on a hill. He 
joked about it to himself but he looked at the sky and at the far 
mountains and he swallowed the wine and he did not want it If one 
must die, he thought, and clearly one must, I can die. But I hate it 
Dying was nothing and he had no picture of it nor fear of it in his 
mind. But living was a field of grain blowing in the wind on the side 
•of a hill. Living was a hawk in the sky. Living was an earthen jar of 
water in the dust of the threshing, with the grain flailed out and the 
chaff blowing. Living was a horse between your legs and a carbine 
under one leg and a hill and a valley and a stream with trees along it 
and the far side of the valley and the hills beyond. 

Thus before his death El Sordo envisions everything he had 
lived by — work, joy, freedom. He dies with his eyes open, but 
with such an acute sense of life’s completeness that he may cer- 
tainly be said to be alive to the last, alive in the midst of death. 

And what is life for Jordan? It would be hard to conceive it 
as one image. It includes both the abstract notion “the world is a 
fine place and worth the fighting for,” and the wish to take part in 
this fight. It includes the thoughts about the book he would like 
to write. It includes what might be called rough sketches for the 
future book; the sounds and the colors of life, the smells of 
Cuba, of Galicia, of his native Missoula. It also includes the two 
voices, keeping up an argument in his disordered mind: his 
suicide father and his grandfather, the soldier in the CivE War 
whom he in a way caEs upon to judge his own conduct. And Ms 
last love, so aldn to pity, for yet another disicEierited, the Spanish 
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girl Maria. And many more things, complex, contradictory, dis- 
connected, all darkened by the joyless stoicism of an unavailing 
sacrifice. 

Jordan knows that to live properly is impossible without “'going 
where you have to go and doing what you have to do.” So his 
only reward is the consciousness of duty done. And again “Winner 
take nothing.” 

For Whom the Bell Tolls was written after the defeat of the 
Republic. The fight ceased (for a long time, as it seemed to many 
then), and yesterday's fighter at once feels he is losing his bear- 
ings. Hemingway does not see what he should save Jordan’s life 
for. He does not visualize the new world in which Jordan might 
try to find a place for himself. But while showing this tragedy of 
the lone hand, Hemingway does not ignore the heroic deeds of 
the many. Early in 1939, when of all the men of the Interna- 
tional Brigades only those remained in Spain who along with 
Mat6 Zalka, Fox, and Cornford were buried in her soil, Heming- 
way wrote a mournful but hopeful dedication to “the Americans 
Dead in Spain,” and sent it to the New Masses. The dedication 
rang with a faith in the future, in the people of Spain and in her 
earth which can never be conquered. “For the earth endureth 
forever. It will outlive all systems of tyranny.” This heartfelt 
response may be reduced to the simple thought which, however,, 
did not come easily to Hemingway: even though you died with- 
out having won, your sacrifice was not in vain, and victory shall 
yet be yours. Hemingway seemed to have found something worth 
dying for. If you die as these men did, then physical death means 
nothhig and you can say as you breathe your last “Death, where 
is thy sting?” Or to use Hemingway’s own words: “Those w^ho 
have entered it honorably, and no man ever entered earth more 
honorably than those who died in Spain, already have achieved 
immortality.” 

Hemingway’s road to craftsmanship was a long one. On the 
way he got rid of many passing infatuations. Thus, he tried and 
discarded the so-called telegraphic language. Less and less we 
heard in his stories photographic records of hyperlaconic yet pro- 
tracted dialogues. The specialized terminology of bullfighting, 
prize fighting, or fishing disappeared from the books, giving place 
to descriptions, say, of a military operation such as the blowing 
xsf of a bridge, so skillful that it would deserve a place in a 
manual, and yet clear to aavone without recourse to a special die- 
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tionary. In short, Hemingway saw more and more clearly the 
need of realist selection. And where he succeeds, one can but 
marvel at the frugal but well-tested means he uses to achieve his 
aims. After Hemingway had found a way from his impasse of 
the middle thirties, his style became more alive. The morbid 
tension and strain relax, words come in a freer and broader 
stream, the talks now are no riddles to the reader, all is more 
natural and human. Not so many specific Hemingway touches, 
perhaps, but more of simple, mature, and realist craftsmanship, 
more of the “straight honest prose on human beings. . . 

A full-blooded, optimistic humanism, whether that of a Gorki 
or a Hugo, implies faith in a happy future for mankind, and a 
way leading through trial to complete victory. Such humanists 
see a clear goal ahead calling them to victory at any cost. For 
a long time Hemingway’s humanism did not involve this clearly 
defined aim, nor was it imbued with a faith in victory, save on 
the moral plane. He neither despises people nor distrusts them. 
He is fond of his heroes; in his own reticent way he pities them, 
recognizing their right to live as human beings. True, the “good 
luck” he wishes them always implies a hard and often tragic lot. 
Still, in nearly all of Hemingway’s books we feel his sympathy 
with those who are worthy of it. And the humanist note sounds 
loudest, perhaps, in his latest story, The Old Man and the Sea. 

After the Second World War the honest “winner” whom Hem- 
ingway saw fighting at the front again “took nothing,” and the 
fruits of his victories were reaped by grasping jobbers of the type 
of Stefan Heym’s “Cnisaders.”^emingway gave vent to his anger 
and disappointment at the aftermath of the war in his novel Across 
the River ^ then he once more took shelter among the simple folks 
of Cuba. It was here he wrote the tale of the old &herman 
Santiago. It opens with the old familiar motif of defeat. Santiago 
has had a spell of bad luck, and even his old sail patched with 
flour sacks looks like the flag of permanent defeat. The old man’s 
mind, still lucid where his work is concerned, is dimmed by the 
mist of years, which in a way makes it easier for him. “He no 
longer dreamed of storms, nor of women, nor of great occurrences, 
nor of great fish, nor fights, nor contests of strength, nor of his 
wife.” Nothing remains but providing for his daily bread, talking 
baseball with the boy, and dreaming of the Hons in faraway 
Africa. The old man still holds his own. In pursuit of the great 
fish he even goes farther out to sea than his strength could stand. 
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Stubbornly, against all hope, he defends the fish he has caught 
from the sharks. But in this innate stubbornness of the fisherman 
we hear a new note. For years Heming\\'ay had reiterated his 
favorite thought that once you have entered a fight you must win, 
even though more often than not victory has all the appearance 
of defeat. The old man modifies this thought: “Man is not made 
for defeat. A man can be destroyed but not defeated.” And right 
on top of this a contradiction. The old man sounds fatalistic, 
which is unusual for Hemingway: “I do not care who kills who.” 
This, again, to be followed by the old man’s glorifying of the 
“great fish” which is out to kill him. 

Compared with the earlier books, this one is more subdued, and 
gentle, and resigned. The old man lives in concord with every- 
body; he is loved by the simple people around him. Formerly 
Hemingway used to write of the weakness and vulnerability of 
strong men; now he writes of the moral strength of a decrepit 
old fisherman. Here there is more faith in, and respect for, man, 
but life itself has shrunk to the narrow confines of a lonely old 
man’s vision. Curiously enough, the sharp line separating the com- 
mon people he loves from his main hero is nowhere less visible 
than in this story. Formerly Hemingway’s thoughts and feelings 
had been first and foremost with the intellectual who fights 
honestly, but with all the old doubts stOl weighing him down. 
Now he hands over part of his thoughts and feelings to Santiago. 
Santiago is a character more complicated than the simple people 
of Hemingway’s earlier books. \^ile even the writer’s doubles 
tried to keep from thinking, Santiago thinks of many things 
throughout the story. Like his author, he tackles the problem of 
courage, and that of craftsmanship. In spite of the spell of bad 
luck he won’t give up his fisherman’s skill, he will catch only the 
big fish, and catch it properly. There seeps into his mind a sense 
of impending defeat, peculiar to Jordan rather than to El Sordo. 
He dreams of things the lion-hunter Hemingway might dream of. 
But what he loses in plausibility, Santiago gains in complexity 
and color, and it is Hemingway’s talent that enables the reader 
to believe in him. 

The old man looks to youth for support. The boy who takes 
care of him is a real support, without which the old man is help- 
less and doomed to destitution. Formerly Hemingway’s heroes, 
even if they occasionally exchanged a few words with other 
people, maMy conversed with themselves. Now the old man has 
somebody to whom he can hand down his experience and his 
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craft, and in this sense the book opens into the future. Heming- 
way seems to return to his starting point, but in quite a new 
way. “One generation passeth away, and another generation 
cometh/" yet not the earth alone abides but also man’s work, 
both as work performed and as craftsmanship handed down 
from generation to generation. And though the story deals with 
old age and infirmity, for once nobody dies. Victory, be it only 
moral, is not achieved here at the cost of life. 

The Old Man and the Sea may be taken as an attempt at evad- 
ing the painful postwar contradictions by turning to a universal 
theme almost abstracted from time and place. It is the theme of 
courageous work for a “great” but strictly confined aim which 
Hemingway for the moment designates only as “the great fish.” 
The tangible and realistic presentation of a small particle of life 
as being a point to which great forces are applied, compels our 
attention. But the realism of the story is marred by a haziness of 
allegory which has already given rise to diametrically opposed 
interpretations. 

There are many indications of Hemingway’s loving Ws coun- 
try, but it is no simple love. “It had been a good country and 
we had made a bloody mess of it.” Hemingway is frightened by 
its aging quickly in the hands of self-seeking exploiters. His 
American hero dways carries with him, be it only in his mind, a 
parcel of his native soil. Wherever he is, Jordan remembers the 
smell of his home town, Missoula. The fact that Hemingway 
hardly ever lives in his own country and keeps silent about it, 
that for a long time he has been looking for brave and simple 
people in Spain, at the front in Italy and France, and, finally, in 
Cuba, just reminding himself by way of consolation that “you 
could always come back” — all these may be taken as his nonaccept- 
ance of many features of present-day American life. But silence is 
silence for isl that. It is ambiguous even in that there are many 
ways of interpreting it. Hemingway himself, m The Snows of 
Kilimanjaro, said of his writer, Harry: “The people he knew now 
were all much more comfortable when he did not work.” And 
anyway, by keeping silent Hemingway reduces the portion of the 
world shown in his works to a very small spot indeed, no matter 
what distant countries he visits in his wanderings all over the 
^obe. 

Yet Hemingway is by no means indifferent to what is going on 
at home. Every now and again some passing comment of his 
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shows that he does not forget about imperialism, whatever dis- 
guise it may choose to put on. Such for instance is the gibe of the 
wild-dog hunter Hemingway at the witch-hunter McCarthy up in 
arms against all opponents of '‘the American way of life,” con- 
tained in the sketch “The Christmas Gift” (1954), or the sig- 
nificant remark reminding McCarthy of the fate of another sena- 
torial demagogue, Huey Long. And wherever Hemingway may 
hide, in Cuba or in Africa, his former brothers-in-arms do not 
forget him. In his article “Happy Landing, Hemingway!” in the 
New York Worker, Joseph North recalls his meeting with Hem- 
ingway on the Ebro in 1937, winding up thus: “We had our 
differences then, too, but we were down on the ground together 
helping those who needed it. You did not ask my politics, I 
didn’t give a damn what yours were, not at such a time. You 
were not on the side of the millionaire publisher whose newsroom 
was awaiting your story.” 

Hemingway’s work teaches courage and loyalty to one’s duty. 
But in the absence of a clearly realized ultimate aim Hemingway’s 
main heroes, even if they join the common struggle, remain lonely 
sportsmen, sometimes no more than nine days’ wonders. For the 
big truth of life they substitute the minor truth of fair play, the 
rules of a game. Hemingway has no faith in the reason and honor 
of bourgeois civilization, but his attacks on it are directed from the 
past. In his essays he turns to backward Spain and to uncivilized 
Africa. In For Whom the Bell Tolls we are shown the backwoods 
and the archaic, almost tribal life and speech of guerrilla peasants 
and hunters. The Old Man and the Sea deals with the ancient 
craft of fishing just as a means to provide for the scant needs of 
a lonely individual, 

Hemingway denies the nakedly utilitarian standards governing 
modem America, and turns back to the older ethical standards. 
He scorns the ideal of hj^ocritical conventional prosperity and 
offers an ethical code of his own. History knows many such codes, 
and all of them, whether termed feudal chivalry, bourgeois re- 
spectability and common sense, soldier’s faith, or fair play as 
Hemingway has it, sooner or later prove to be shams. In smaller 
things, in the simplest cases, such a moral code is indisputable. 
No one could object to a man being honest, or brave, or self- 
possessed, But no sooner are these rules mechanically applied to 
the bigger demands of life than it becomes obvious how relative 
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and inadequate they are. For it is just those rules of vaunted 
gentlemanly “fair play” that insist on the disparaging of one's 
friends — they will stand anything — and on treating one's enemies 
with marked civility. It is those rules that demand adherence 
to an abstract and narrow^ code that is often at variance with the 
great truths of life. 

In the novel For Whom the Bell Tolls we find, side by side, the 
record of an eyewitness and participant and an attempt to 
evaluate the events on second thought: to accuse or justify from 
a standpoint that is utterly wrong. Here, the immediate response 
is usually a direct hit at the enemy, while the afterthoughts as a 
rule hopelessly distort the same events. It is easy to see why 
Hemingway’s former fellow fighters did not recognize them- 
selves in the characters of the book. Much of what Jordan thinks, 
and the author’s lenience to the enemy on the pretext that he 
should be given gentlemanly treatment, and plenty of unnecessary 
naturalistic detail, all these go to make the story turbid. Take 
even fascism: while Hemingway’s hatred for its manifestations is 
strong and sincere as ever, he is as ever blind in his tolerance 
for its roots. That is why at the time of its first publication the 
novel was sternly and, on the whole, justly censured by the 
veterans of the International Brigades, and sharply criticized in 
the progressive press. 

Hemingway Imows how hard it is to write truly and only about 
the things you know. His Jordan plans to write such a book about 
Spain. “But I will have to be a much better writer than I am now 
to handle them, he thought. The things he had come to know in 
this war were not so simple.” 

Hemingway is not always wiUing or able to understand and ac- 
cept the big truth of today. He deliberately avoids “taking sides” 
politically, and said as early as in 1934: “The hardest thing in 
the world to do is to write straight honest prose on human be- 
ings. First you have to know the subject; then you have to know 
how to write. Both take a lifetime to learn and anybody is cheat- 
ing who takes politics as a way out. It is too easy. All the outs 
are too easy and the thing itself is too hard to do.” 

The fallacy of the statement about politics is so obvious to us 
that it hardly needs disputing. No work of art, however high its 
professional merits, will last, if created without regard to time 
and politics; the latter, naturally, to mean not petty intrigues but 
the major issues governing the life of millions of people. To ignore 
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these issues cannot but restrict a man’s horizon. It is for this reason 
that the very humanism of Hemingway’s heroes is so joyless and 
stoical, the defective humanism of those doomed by history. 

“A writer’s problem does not change . . Hemingway said 
in his speech at the Second Congress of American Writers. “It is 
always how to write truly and having found what is true, to 
project it in such a way that it becomes a part of the experience 
of the person who reads it.” But if a writer does not take the 
trouble to find out what is the big truth (which includes politics), 
he is liable to slip to the formula: I am a soldier, politics don’t 
concern me — ^which has turned many a good but nearsighted man 
into the blind agent of the evil will of others. 

Long ago, in 1932, Hemingway had written: “Let those who 
want to save the world if you can get to see it clear and as a 
whole,” and for the writer he set apart a task all by itself: “The 
great thing is to last and get your work done and see and hear 
and learn and imderstand; and write when there is something 
that you know.” But what to write about, and how, remained 
dark, because the very term “to understand” was not made clear. 

Since then Hemingway himself has taken part in saving the 
world from fascism. He has himself admitted that if a beU tolls, 
“it tolls for thee.” And this thought, if carried further and ap- 
plied to life, means: the world in which we all live is also the 
only world you live and work in, and if you let it go to ruin you 
will not save your work. For whom do you work, anyway? And 
more, by refusing to save the world, even by only professing such 
a refusd, you rob yourself of the opportunity to see it “clear 
and as a whole,” and bring to nought the very attempt at “learn- 
ing to make it.” 

What Hemingway misxmderstands as “truth” occasionally 
makes him introduce into his works an unnatural and morbid 
element, which is not only the result of his own nightmares and 
mental strain but also, perhaps, an unwitting tribute to a tendency 
of our time, to the decadent sway in modem American literature. 
Sometimes Hemingway’s sense of proportion fails him, and natu- 
ralistic touches show in his work. This is chiefly true of the early 
stories, but it occurs later as well. Thus, in For Whom the Bell \ 
Tolls the interlude about the killing of fascists, as directed by the 
anarchistic Pablo, is needlessly cruel; it sounds untrue because of 
its studied impartiality, and t^es up a place out of all proportion 
to the plot. -- 

The deathlike quality of the world that Hemingway used to 
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write about bred a certain tenseness in artistic expression, a kind 
of torpor in handling his theme, a numbness of speech. The 
characters of Hemingway’s early stories are overreticent. Their 
talks are “inner dialogues,” a constant eSort to keep back words, 
with everyone speaking for himself, in answer to his own thoughts. 
Yet so alike are the cares that obsess the talkers that they under- 
stand each other perfectly. The mental strain shows itself in too 
much attention to detail, in the same experiences being analyzed 
over and over again. They haunt the writer, and he strives to get 
rid of them by writing about them as clearly as possible. The first 
step in this direction is a painstaking presentation of the external 
world absolving Hemingway from the necessity of thinking. Hence, 
the descriptive pages, the stories dealing with professional skill, 
with hunting, sports, or a soldier’s craft. If he still cannot keep 
from thinking, he flees to the lyrical monologue which also helps 
him to get rid of the haunting thoughts by scrupulously setting 
them down. 

Hemingway’s language is a coinage of his own, but at times he 
sounds like a parody of himself. Even now the living tissue of his 
lucid prose is marred here and there by old scars. In the two 
latest books there are relapses into the early strained manner. In 
the unsuccessful book Across the River and into the Trees it is 
again the lengthy, inarticulate dialogues, a forced and mirthless 
humor; and even in The Old Man we find again the tiresome 
reiterations of an endless inner monologue, a superfluity of tech- 
nical detail, and alien, impressionist patches. It is only Heming- 
way’s great and mature craftsmanship that rivets the unflagging 
attention of the reader to the latter tale. 

In the posthumous Meditations of the fine Russian writer 
Mikhail Prishvin we read: “In art all are pupils of one another, 
but each one travels a path of his own.” Many writers have 
learned from He min gway. What was it, according to their own 
evidence, that drew to him such men as young Aldridge, Italo 
Calvino, Graham Greene, many French and Italian Mm pro- 
ducers? The fact that he can look at life without blinking; that 
his manner is all his own; that he is ruthlessly exacting on him- 
self, making no allowances, and straightforward in self-appraisal; 
that his hero keeps himself in check, and is ever ready to fight 
nature, danger, fear, even death, and is prepared to join other 
people at the most perilous moments in their struggle for a com- 
mon cause. It is precisely these things that constitute Heming- 
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way's contribution to the common fund of literature. But even 
the “pupils” admit that their “teacher” is not flawless. When they 
tried to use his method in presenting life with all its complexities 
and contradictions, the attempts at once revealed how uncertain 
and vulnerable were both his method and his philosophy. In his 
interesting article “Hemingway and Us” (1954), the progressive 
Italian writer Italo Calvino admits that he owes much to Hem- 
ingway, but he sees that Hemingway’s possibilities are limited, and 
his philosophy, which he describes as “the cruel philosophy of a 
tourist,” is narrow and defective. Waves of hopeless pessimism, a 
cold estrangement from life, a passive surrender to bitterly cruel 
experience, ail these move Calvino to “distrust, and sometimes 
even disgust.” The very style of Hemingway’s early books he 
begins to find cramped and affected. 

On the other hand, Hemingway has had many snobbish fol- 
lowers and imitators. At different times he tried many a novel 
means of expression: an intentional tongue-tiedness; short, un- 
finished sentences; protracted dialogues in which things are im- 
plied rather than said; the endless inner monologues fixing the 
famous stream of consciousness; in short, all that for which Hem- 
ingway got condescending praise from the leaders of the decadent 
school, and which in the hands of his numerous imitators has be- 
come boring as just another empty clich6. Hemingway liked to 
try on an eccentric garb only to discard it, while the imitators con- 
tinued for a long time to parade the clothes he had cast off. 

Some of Hemingway’s favorite themes are in themselves con- 
tradictory, and change as time goes on: sudden and violent 
death, and the immortality of an artist (which, by the way, can 
only be achieved on the social plane); not merely death, but the 
de^ening foretaste of it in a living man; defeat, even when it 
results in moral victory; strength, not applied to any worthy ob- 
ject, strength in a void, and hence the tragedy of a strong man 
and a powerful artist, the same old tragedy of craftsmanship 
passionately serving art for art’s sake. 

But though professing to strive for supreme abstract impartiality, 
Hemingway cannot silence within himself the man of our time, 
nor can he help sifting reality through the sieve of his own social 
experience. Even in this, however, Hemingway is contradictory. 
His main hero feels drawn to all that is simple, integral, and clear, 
whOe he himself is complex, divided, and tragic. In small things 
(in his immediate response to events) Hemingway himself so 
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often proves that he understands the great truth of life; while in 
large things (such as his social novel), he is the slave of minor 
truths and untruths. 

There are writers — some of them virtuosos in their field — who 
can write of anything, and are satisfied with their performance. 
To these we have nothing to say. And there are others w^ho just 
cannot keep from writing again and again of what for them is most 
important; who like the things of life “but not to interfere with 
their work,” their work as writers, but who at the same time feel 
deeply woimded when life, not interfering, passes by their most 
perfectly finished work. To such writers Hemingway belongs. 

In the face of life’s intricacies some of Hemingway’s heroes are 
“undefeated” like his Manuel Garcia, others are “baited” like his 
Ole Andreson. Hemingway himself is among the former. He is 
alive in the very midst of death. 

The possibilities of talent, when it is not secluded, but is fond 
of life and of people, are indeed boundless. And once again we 
wish Hemingway “good luck and keep writing,” for we firmly 
believe that he still has in store more than one book, truthful, 
powerful, and brave. 


Ivan Kashkeen 



MICHAEL F. MOLONEY 


Ernest Hemingway: The Missing Third Dimension 

The publication of the slight and jaaccid Across the 
River and into the Trees (1950) will not affect Hemingway’s 
historic position as the most considerable figure in American 
fiction in the past quarter of a century. Even among those whose 
admiration is qualified there is no inclination to doubt the sharp- 
ness of his impact on the current literary scene. Reputations, of 
course, may be established by various means. The endorsement 
of the idols of the coteries can do much to win a hearing for a 
young writer, and this came early to Hemingway from two of 
the most legendary of Olympians — Gertrude Stein and Ezra 
Pound. The ability to hit off the popular taste before that taste 
has become quite aware of itself can be a weighty factor and the 
myriad synthetic Hemingways who have followed in the master’s 
wake testify to something more than the extravagance of his 
success. Yet, beyond cavil, the severest evaluation of this writer, 
if it be honest, cannot be unaware of his formidable powers. 

Here is neither the place nor the moment for a lengthy ex- 
cursion into critical theory, but it is perhaps permissible to restate 
the ancient and unchallengeable truism that every art seeks to 
mirror the eternal in the temporal, the generic in the specific. It 
does not matter whether the writer be a classicist or a romanticist 
by conviction. It does not even matter whether he be an intel- 

lectualist or a sensist by profession. In every true artist the 

daimon will triumph over the limitations of faith. For the true 
artist is an indefatigable searcher for what W. K. Wimsatt, Jr., 
has called “the concrete universal,” that is, for the graphic il- 
lustration of that experience which, while occurring in a par- 
ticular time or a particular place, has a relevance that transcends 
these. Only by some such theory as this can art possess perennial 
value; only by some such supposition can the cultural heritage 
of one epoch be meaningful to a succeeding epoch. 

What then are some of the universals to be found in Hem- 
ingway’s writing? One characteristic note which links him with 
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authors so various as Homer and Louis Bromfield is his love of 
the good earth, of cool streams, of clean air, of the fresh smell 
of woodlands, of the challenge of the long hike, of hunger bred 
in the open air. It is the tug of these primeval things which an- 
nually lures yearning tens of thousands from bench and desk to 
the forests of Maine, the trout streams of Michigan and Wis- 
consin, and the mountains of Oregon. Without question, in this 
phenomenon there is testimony to the artificiality of modern urban 
life, a kind of instinctive admission that man is a creature of 
earth and Antaeus-like derives his strength and physical well- 
being from intimate contact with her. 

Hemingway’s treatment of the urge behind the phenomenon 
is, to be sure, never crudely sociological. Instead, he is a poet 
with fine awareness of the manifold impressions of sight and 
sound and smell and taste, a poet for whom the Michigan hem- 
lock forests of his boyhood are forever at the tips of his senses. 
Nick Adams, in “Big Two-Hearted River,” seeing ahead “the far 
blue hills that marked the Lake Superior height of land,” smelling 
the crushed sweet fern under his pack straps, savoring “the juicy 
syrup of the apricots,” listening as the buckwheat cakes “sputtered 
in the pan,” attests to the existence of what Wordsworth called 
the “grand elementary principle of pleasure” in the universe. 

And Nick Adams is typical of Hemingway’s later heroes. His 
bullfighters like “the smell of the stables about the patio de 
cabaHos” and Robert Jordan revels in “the clear night air of the 
mountains that smelled of the pines and of the dew on the grass 
in the meadow by the stream.” This is, without question, Heming- 
way’s basic affirmation. I am not concerned at the moment with 
its inadequacy as a philosophy of life or as an esthetic principle. 
As far as it goes it is a positive thing and it orientates Hemingway 
loosely with those romantics who place their faith in the iUumined 
senses. 

A second inescapable virtue of Hemingway is his tragic sense. 
This may weU be the weightiest factor in his craft. To possess the 
tragic vision is not easy for the contemporary writer. As Joseph 
Wood Kxutch has brilliantly pointed out, the tragic fall demands 
of the hero a largeness of spirit, a comprehensiveness of destiny, 
which the scientism of the twentieth century has denied to man- 
kind. It has been eloquently argued that tragedy is equally iwr 
possible in a culture completely dominated by the Christian view 
— that since the Christian vision is of man’s ultimate and certain 
triumph it was in the nature of things for the greatest literary 
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monument of the Christian Middle Ages to be styled a Commedia, 

To the proponents of this theory the great age of Greece and 
the sixteenth-century English Renaissance were as inevitably true 
periods of tragedy* In the first the accepted majesty of human 
endeavor was overshadowed by the unanswered questions of 
human fate; in the second, the serenity of the Christian synthesis 
had been thwarted by intestine defection and external assault. 

It is a tribute to Hemingway that in so hostile a period he has 
kept his mastery of the tragic spirit. True, he does it at the expense 
of obvious strain. The ‘"hard-boiled’’ atmosphere of the Heming- 
way fiction is there very likely because the author feels the futility 
of tragic differentiation in subdued colors within an experiential 
area so limited as that of modem man. Hence his palette fre- 
quently takes on a hard, if not nightmarish, quality. But despite 
this he is surprisingly consistent in suggesting and in maintaining 
the tragic tone. 

In “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” there is tragedy of a high 
order which is only remotely connected with the gangrenous 
death of the hero. This story, though greatly admired, is, per- 
haps, on the whole, too contrived. If the dream of the rescue 
at the end is a trick which comes off well, the feverish recollec- 
tion of snow on Bulgarian mountains, in the Gauertal, on the 
Madlener-Haus, hints at too glossy a finish. But the dying hero’s 
review of his wasted talents and wasted hopes is finely tragic in 
a way rare in modem literature. The heart of the matter is not 
that death has cut short a promising career. The true tragedy is 
antecedent to the hero’s physical death. It is the tragedy of a man 
who lacked the courage to reject the world — symbolized by the 
life of ease he had been living — ^that he might save his soul — 
symbolized by Ms artistic gifts. Death brings him clarity of in- 
sight into himself and he realizes with something of the pathos 
of Marlowe’s Dr. Faustus that the hour of repentance is past. 
Thus conceived, the story is a secular morality play. 

Tragic, too, is the presentation of Manuel, the superannuated 
bullfighter in “The Undefeated,” from the collection. Men With- 
out Women (1927). What, after all, is the theme of this story 
but the man-against-time thesis which, with a thousand permuta- 
tions, runs through Western literature from Homer to Herrick, 
from Horace to Housman. Manuel has known the great triumphs 
of the bun ring. He is old now. He retains the unquestioned style 
of the supreme artist but tite coordination of hand and eye wMch 
youth alone can give has departed. Still, his is the high courage 
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which will ask no favors and make no concessions. It cannot be 
very far wrong to find in Manuel's last fight Hemingw^ay’s symbol 
of man’s endless struggle against the flux of circumstance. 

For the most part, the sureness of Hemingway’s tragic touch is 
in inverse proportion to the length of the work. In To Have and 
Have Not (1937), the end of Harry Morgan is scarcely tragic 
since tragedy demands awareness on the part of the protagonist 
and Morgan’s awareness is on the instinctive rather than truly 
human level. In A Farewell to Arms (1929), likewise, there is no 
profound tragic appeal in the main plot. The relationship of Lieu- 
tenant Henry and Catherine Barkley in this, the most famous 
novel to come out of World War I, scarcely rises above the 
physical. Even in death Catherine is only the trapped animal. 
Her world is a world of two dimensions only — of muscular and 
nervous reaction. There is a poignancy in the famous conclusion 
of the book as there is in the scene where Catherine gives Lieu- 
tenant Henry the St. Anthony medal in the ejGScacy of which she 
does not believe, but poignancy is not to be identified with the 
tragic vision itself. 

In For Whom the Bell Tolls (1940), the tragic tone is much 
better sustained. The description of the end of Robert Jordan 
is carefully and deftly done, but it is not the best thing in the 
book. And the presentation of El Sordo’s last battle, marvelously 
good though it is in detail, strikes one reader — it may be un- 
justifiably — as somehow Hollywoodish in its over-ali eSect. But 
throughout the narrative there are numerous points of genuine 
tragic interest. The irreconcilable struggle between selfish and 
selfless impulses, between vanity and humility, between cowardice 
and courage, is of the essence of tragedy and Hemingway has 
portrayed that struggle vividly. His presentation of the deteriora- 
tion of Pablo is one major triumph, that of the death of old 
Anselmo another. 

Just as an enormous vitality and a grasp of the tragic dimen- 
sions of life are important elements in Hemingway’s work, so his 
narrative gift, which like his tragic immediacy is best illustrated 
in his short stories, is not less significant. In an age where bad 
writing has been the rule rather than the exception, the con- 
temporary short story has probably produced more sound crafts- 
manship than any o&er genre, and Hemingway has been among 
the naost conscientious of its practitioners. Indeed, it is difficult 
to think of him at Ms best other than as a sMnt-story writer. The 
longer works, on careful reading, tend to dismtegrate into com- 
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"^nent parts. This is true necessarily of The Sun Also Rises 
(1926), which is picaresque in organization. It is true also ot To 
Have and Have Not. A Farewell to Arms is likewise highly epi- 
sodic. Only For Whom the Bell Tolls seems organically con- 
structed and even here it is startling to see how many sections, 
when disengaged, can stand by themselves. 

Certain peaks of Hemingway’s narrative form stand out above 
the consistently high level of his achievement. “The Killers” 
has been widely anthologized, as well as adapted to cinematic 
treatment. “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber” has 
also drawn Hollywood’s eye. “The Snows of ICilimanjaro” has 
been called Hemingway’s “most accomplished” if not best piece 
of writing by Malcolm Cowley. “My Old Man” from In Our Time 
(1925) has been justly admired as has the companion piece, 
“Big Two-Hearted River.” From the novels, Cowley has in- 
cluded in the Portable Hemingway Harry Morgan’s last adven- 
ture from To Have and Have Not, the Caporetto episode from 
A Farewell to Arms and El Sordo on the hilltop from For Whom 
the Bell Tolls. 

Several factors contribute to Hemingway’s narrative power., 
One of the most important, unquestionably, is the clipped, athletic 
march of his sentences. The bare bleakness of the conversation 
in “The Killers” is an extreme example (here admirably adapted 
to the speakers) of this trait. But, in general, all of Hemingway’s 
characters talk alike. The manner of their speech is the straight- 
forward assertion or the simple question without syntactical 
qualification, whether they be gangsters or laborers or decadent 
aristocrats or Italian or Spanish or American soldiers. Psycho- 
logically, Hemingway is right. In real life the incipient poetry 
which shows beneath the speech of his Spaniards must occasionally 
break into circumlocution. But Hemingway’s fictional world, what- 
ever its locale, is the deadly, stale, monotonous world of modem 
positivism and modem industrialism from which all spiritual 
leaven has been removed and he is consistent in giving a uni- 
versal flatness to the speech of his characters. 

The simplicity of Hemingway’s style, as numerous imitators 
have learned and as more than one critic has pointed out, is de- 
ceiving. His assumption of the illiterate pose is, of course, only a 
pose. Back of it lies a hard discipline which has forced intractable 
words to conform to a preconceived pattern. One may legitimately 
question the accuracy of his ear for the nuances of speech, but 
the fact remains that the kind of effect he wants he superbly 
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achieves. And in passing it may be obsen^ed that when Heming- 
way deserts this style for Steinesque cadences, as notably in 
Death in the Afternoon (1932), or for the more ambitions roll of 
Ciceronian rhetoric, as in the Green Hills of AJrica (1935), he 
loses his mastery. In the one his muscular muse has donned an 
ill-fitting dinner jacket; in the other his schoolboy oratory is rank 
fustian. 

Closely integrated with Hemingway’s syntax is his language. 
The assault upon poetic diction which the nineteenth-century 
romantics had led had been only a relative thing, for literature 
throughout the nineteenth centurj' remained a matter of the 
genteel tradition. But World War I ended all that. For good or 
for bad there has since been no washing of the materials of 
literature through the filter of a traditional culture. The writers of 
today have not only decided what their own literary standards 
are to be but they have remade even the ancients, who have struck 
their fancy, in their own image. How else account for their ad- 
miration for the seventeenth-century metaphysicals so remote from 
them in learning, in ideals, and in technique? Hemingw'ay as much 
as any other man has put the raw language of the street, the 
poolroom, the barracks and the brothel into modem literature. 
Again, on artistic grounds alone, his judgment has been admirable. 
The bareness of his sentences has been heightened by the stark- 
ness of his speech. 

A final significant element in Hemingway’s narrative appeal is 
his grasp of the essentially dramatic. By dramatic effect is meant 
his ability to keep the reader’s interest steadily focused on the 
central characters and on the great scenes, not through technical 
manipulation, but through the simple inevitability with which the 
narrative is unfolded. Every great novelist has this dramatic gift. 
Of the nineteenth-century English novelists it was preeminent in 
Meredith and this alone will almost certainly win Meredith a 
rehearing despite the low ebb of his current reputation. Hardy, 
too, possessed it in full measure but, like Dickens, although for 
different reasons, he was apt to allow the dramatic to degenerate 
into the theatrical. Thackeray had an unerring dramatic instinct 
despite a temperament that 1^ him to excesses. Of contemporary 
American novelists aside from Hemingway, Steinbeck and Faulk- 
ner are outstanding for this power. 

With Hemingway this dramatic sense is always present. As a 
striking example of it, Chapter Twenty-one of For Whom the Bell 
Tolls may be died. The time is daybreak, the scene a mountain- 
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side. The appearance of the cavalryman signalizes the end of 
the respite which Robert Jordan and his little band have enjoyed. 
What follows is recounted with superb economy. The shooting of 
the Navarrese, the preparations for the attack, and, in the center 
of the scene, Robert and Maria: the man now concerned only 
with war and its demands; the girl unable to understand that the 
grim business of killing or being killed has displaced her in his 
thoughts. It is possible that Hemingway’s insight into the mind 
of neither the man nor the girl is unexceptionable, but purely as 
a piece of technique the chapter is magnificently executed. 

These then are Hemingway’s solid assets: a poet’s awareness 
of the beauty of the universe in which man’s too fleeting hour is 
spent; an almost exaggerated consciousness of the unending 
struggle, both internal and external, to which man is committed; 
a mastery of syntax and diction which always reveals and never 
beclouds his other virtues; a sure eye for the dramatic scene and 
an unfailing ability to reproduce it. It will be immediately evident 
that these virtues are heavily weighted on the technical side. 

And what of Hemingway’s defects? They are many and obvious 
and, like his virtues, they are closely related to his age. The world 
of which Hemingway writes is the world which has experienced 
a final disillusionment with the promises of Renaissance human- 
ism. We are still close enough to a dead era to smile understand- 
ingly at the eulogy of Francis Bacon in the Dictionary of National 
Biography: “He stood, like a prophet, on the verge of the promised 
land, bidding men leave, without regret, the desert which lay 
behind them, and enter with joyfulness and hopefulness on the 
rich inheritance that was spread out before them.” These words, 
written more than fifty years ago, show, by their phrasal mockery 
of the Scriptural promise of heavenly rewards, how superbly con- 
fident modem man then was of reentering the earthly paradise. 
Amid the frustrations of the twentieth century they have an 
ironic ring. Yet they luminously call attention to the pitiless 
logic of history whereby the Christian humanism of More and 
Erasmus shaded in the course of three hundred years into 
the atheistic humanism of Feuerbach and Nietzsche, from the 
latter of whom Hemingway would seem unquestionably to de- 
rive. 

For Feuerbach God was only a myth expressing the aspira- 
tions of the human conscience To explain his theory Feuer- 
bach had recourse to the Hegelian concept of alieriation, though 
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using it in a sense quite different from Hegel’s. Alienation, 
he explained, involves the subtraction from man, for the benefit 
of an illusory reality, of certain attributes belonging to his 
essence. Human attributes such as wisdom, will, justice, and 
love are objectified by man in a fantastic being, the pure product 
of his imagination, which he calls God. 

Although Nietzsche referred contemptuously to Feuerbach, 
he was indebted to the latter through the mediation of Scho- 
penhauer and Wagner. For Nietzsche, too, God w'as only the 
mirror of man. The objectification of man’s noblest traits in an 
external Being resulted, he believed, only in the degradation 
of man and this degradation was pushed to the ultimate extreme 
in Christianity. For in Christianity all virtue, all greatness of soul, 
all truth are considered the gifts of grace. Nietzsche’s own atheism, 
he insisted in his Ecce Homo, was instinctive, not reasoned. Be 
that as it may, there can be little doubt that his ecstatic enuncia- 
tion of the “death of God” was an important agent in the quick- 
ening of the nihilistic forces which in two world wars reduced the 
old liberal world to ruins. 

The philosophy of Hemingway scarcely suggests academic 
sources, although in such a writer — so strange a mingling of the 
intellectual and the sensuous — one can never be certain. But 
whether directly or indirectly acquired, his works reveal a rather 
systematic application of Nietzsche’s principles. The superman 
in action, the conflict of the Apollonian and Dionysian ideals, the 
substitution of new myths for the old faith, all these find their 
explication in his writings. 

Like the Nietzschean superman, the heroes of Hemingway 
live in a world beyond moral good and evil. An obvious aspect 
of this truth is found in the free sexual relations of his men and 
women. Lady Brett, of the early The Sun Also Rises, “common 
as the way between S^t Albans and London,” may be taken 
as a convenient illustration of Hemingway’s attitude toward 
sex. She is a creature of appetites which she makes no pretense of 
controlling, indeed, seems unable to control. She passes from one 
man to another with a casualness complete and unself-conscious. 
Desired by many men, she is apparently incapable of deep attach- 
ment herself. ITie explanation of her thwarted relation to Jake 
Barnes, if it is meant to motivate her actions (I do not think it is 
so meant) fails of its purpose. Her sexual function (like that of 
all of Hemingway’s women including the incredible Renata of 
Across the River and into the Trees) has no deeper justification 
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than to help while away the tedium of her possessor of the mo- 
ment. It provides an instant of relief in man’s all-enveloping 
ennui, but as such it is no more significant than the excitement of 
the bull ring. 

Liquor fails equally to break down the emotional impervious- 
ness of Hemingway’s heroes. From Jake Barnes to Robert Jordan 
they are heroic drinkers in a singularly joyless manner. They are 
little moved either by their indulgence or by the impending cir- 
rhosis which it invites. Life may be empty but death has no 
terror. “Do you know that in about thirty-five years more we’U be 
dead?” asks Robert Cohn in The Sun Also Rises, “What the hell, 
Robert,” Jake replied. “What the hell.” 

This caiiowness, one of the identifying traits of Hemingway, 
derives unquestionably from his experience as an ambulance 
driver on the Italian front in World War I and from the subse- 
quent years in Paris, where in the 1920s a now famous group of 
American literary expatriates were attempting to put together 
the pieces of their shattered personal faiths. One of his admirers 
has pointed out that in no other author of this age is there “such 
a profusion of corpses.” And Hemingway’s characters, in the 
presence of death, observe admirably the Nietzschean, “Be hard.” 
Lieutenant Henry’s farewell to Catherine Barkley, El Sordo’s 
last hours on the hilltop, Ole Andreson’s awaiting gangland exe- 
cution — these are confrontations of death which are not so much 
philosophically stoical as they are bestially indifierent. The Nie- 
tzschean lineage of the Hemingway supermen is clear but from them 
much of the Nietzschean lyric ecstasy has evaporated. 

Moreover, while Hemingway’s heroes have the overtones of the 
Nietzschean superman they also reveal the triumph of the Nietz- 
schean Dionysus over Apollo. One of Pere Henri de Lubac’s 
good services has been to point out (in Le Drame de L’Huma- 
nisme A thee) that in the beginning, at the time of writing Die Ge- 
hurt der Tragodie, Nietzsche did not see in Dionysus a symbol of 
a pagan religion specifically opposed to Christianity, “His perspec- 
tive was then scarcely anti-Christian. It was anti-Socratic.” It is 
in this earlier version of Nietzsche’s Dionysiac-Socratic antithesis 
that Hemingway follows the brilliant German. His heroes are men 
of action rather than thinkers. For Nietzsche the opposition of 
Apollo and Dionysus could be fruitful. Greek tragedy was the 
result of the prodigious synthesis of their opposing powers — the 
serenity of the one and the universal energy of the other. But 
the Socratic daimon was incapable of such compromise. Greek 



MOLONEY: THE MISSING THIRD DIMENSION 


189 


civilization was ruined because eventually Socrates had vanquished 
Dionysus. 

Hemingway’s rejection of the Socratic reason has, very likely, 
no such philosophical justification. Rather, since he came to 
maturity in the period of World War I, his attitude is, it may be 
conjectured, a result of the general disillusionment of that period. 
The political architects of European liberalism, buttressed by the 
ail-embracing doctrine of evolution, had for three generations 
prior to 1914 confidently charted the course of the future brave 
new world. When the charts proved illusory and the new world 
began to come apart at the seams, the gaudy claims of their crea- 
tors became a mockery. And if reason could be so fallacious, 
might not the glorification of instinct have much to recommend 
it? To be sure, at that particular moment Nietzsche was rein- 
forced by Freud. So it is that Hemingway’s males are what they 
are. ‘T was not made to think,” says the hero of A Farewell to 
Arms, but the same is true of Nick Adams and Jake Barnes and 
Harry Morgan. 

In a famous essay written thirty years ago, Mr. T. S. Eliot 
warned that it is not enough for the man of letters to look in 
his heart and write. He must also, Mr. Eliot declared, . . look 
into the cerebral cortex, the nervous system, and the digestive 
tract.” That Hemingway has looked into the nervous system and 
the digestive tract is abundantly evident. He has not, as we have 
seen, been so concerned with the cerebral cortex. 

But even literal adherence to Mr. Eliot’s three-fold admonition 
would not have been enough. The philosophy and literature as 
well as the history of the past century and a half lead to two 
concomitant conclusions. First, even the most frenzied romantic 
exaltation of the ego must finally confess the insufficiency of an 
egocentric world. Second, the most enthusiastic proponents of 
nihilistic doctrines must turn at last to some kind of affirmation. 
That is to say, wherever man, in the name of freedom, sacred- 
ness of personality, or whatever the catchword of the moment 
may be, dethrones God to eternize himself, he eventually is forced 
to look outside himself for the sanction of his divinity. Thus 
Feuerbach, who declared that the turning point of history would 
be the moment when man became aware that he alone was God, 
also indsted that man could not achieve divinity of himself but 
only by identifying himself with the collective teing of society. 
That affirmation of Feuerbach’s, more effectively than Auguste 
Comte’s somewhat parallel teaching — ^more efective because 
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Engels and Marx were among his disciples — enthroned the so- 
ciological idol on the central altar of the modern pantheon. 

It is interesting to note Hemingway's reaction to this Zeitgeist. 
The testimony of his earlier works fails to reveal any spontaneous 
social devotion. On the contrary, in most of his central figures 
prior to For Whom the Bell Tolls there is more than a hint of 
the antisocial They are lonely personages who have suffered at 
the hands of their fellow men and who nurse their wounds and 
their resentment in a kind of Byronic (or pseudo-Byronic) 
grandeur. Even Nick Adams, although not antisocial, scarcely 
yearns for social integration. But like Nietzsche his master who, 
to facilitate the escape from the Socratic reason, found it necessary 
to take refuge in mythmaking, Hemingway, too, could not en- 
tirely escape the myth. Hence when he came to write For Whom 
the Bell Tolls he was caught up in the antifascist crusade which 
provided doctrinal affirmation for the liberals of the 1930s. The 
issue here is not Hemingway’s personal devotion to the Popular- 
Front forces in the Spanish Civil War. But devotion to any cause 
outside themselves was something new for the creatures of Hem- 
ingway’s pen and the reader may well find in the over-all effect of 
his most ambitious book something of the tour de force. 

Here we touch upon Hemingway’s basic dilemma. His delight 
in brawn and ganglion has been repeated with increasing shrill- 
ness and monotony. Yet death is never far away in these tales — 
all his longer works are monodies — and the harsh brittleness with 
which it is presented is meaningful. We have noted Jake Barnes’s 
swashbuckling on the subject. What is meant to be a more per- 
spicacious approach is found in the comment of the narrator to 
the old lady in Death in the Afternoon: “Madame, there is no 
remedy for anything in life. Death is a sovereign remedy for all 
misfortunes and we’d do best to leave off ail discoursing now and 
get to table.” Somehow this has a hollow ring as though the 
author himself were iU at ease with the subject. One recalls, by 
contrast, the mournful meditation in the Green Hills of Africa 
on the diutumity of the Gulf Stream whose blueness the Havana 
garbage scows cannot violate, and the conviction comes that here 
is a longing for something more permanent in human life than the 
refuse of its sewers. 

The judicious reader will not censure Hemingway because the 
scent of garbage, real as well as metaphorical, invades his pages 
along with the clean smell of the north woods and the African hills 
and plains. For man is man, that is, an animal of animals, and he 
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who would write truly of him cannot be unaware of his animality. 
But for the greatest masters of literature man has always been 
something more. He is also a spirit, although “a great lob of a 
spirit,” as a philosophical friend likes to put it. The omnipresent 
symbolism in Hemingway's writing seems to be a confession that 
this is true. For the utilization of the symbol is an admission that 
the fact is more than a fact, that behind it lie other planes of 
meaning and reality. In a strictly logical system of materialistic 
monism there could be no symbolism. 

Hence Hemingway’s naturalism is always promising to break 
through its isolation and to link up with the world of spirit but 
the promise is never quite achieved. It is this failure which will 
w'eigh heaviest against him in the final summing up. He has writ- 
ten that a fourth and fifth dimension are possible in prose. His 
owm prose not only lacks a fourth and fifth dimension; it lacks, for 
the most part, a third. The obliqueness of his characters derives 
from his refusal or inability (whether be is the unconscious or 
willing captive of his age is a nice question) to give evidence to 
that potential in man which either raises him above or sinks him 
below the rest of the animal world. 


Michael F. Moloney 



F. I. CARPENTER 


Hemingway Achieves the Fifth Dimension 

In Green Hills of Africa, Ernest Hemingway prophe- 
sied: ‘The kind of writing that can be done. How far prose can 
be carried if anyone is serious enough and has luck. There is a 
fourth and fifth dimension that can be gotten.” Since then many 
critics have analyzed the symbols and mythical meanings of 
Hemingway’s prose.^ A few have tried to imagine what he meant 
by “a fourth and fifth dimension.” ^ But most have agreed that the 
phrase is pretty vague. 

“The fourth dimension” clearly has something to do with the 
concept of time, and with fictional techniques of describing it, 
Harry Levin has pointed out that Hemingway’s style is lacking 
in the complexity of structure that normally describes “the third 
dimension,” but that it offers a series of images (much like the 
moving pictures) to convey the impression of time sequence and 
immediacy. Joseph Warren Beach has suggested that “the fourth 
dimemrion” is related to an “esthetic factor” achieved by the 
hero’s \ recurrent participation in some traditional “ritual or 
strategy’’; while “the fifth dimension” may be an “ethical factor” 
achieved by his “participation in the moral order of the world.” 
And Makohn Cowley has also related “the fourth dimension” of 
time to “the almost continual performance of rites and ceremonies” 
suggesting the recurrent patterns of human experience, but has 
called “the fifth dimension” a “mystical or meaningless figure of 
speech.” 

But is the prophecy of a fifth-dimensional prose “a meaningless 
figure of speech”? Certainly Hemingway has often attacked the 
critics for indulging in grandiose abstractions. Perhaps in Green 

^ See especially Carlos Baker, Hemingway: The Writer as Artist, Prince- 
ton: 1952, and Philip Young, Ernest Hemingway, New York: 1952. 

® Joseph Warren Beach, “How Do You Like It Now, Gentlemen?” 
Sewanee Review, LDC (Spring, 1951), pp. 311-28; Harry Levin, “Observa- 
tions on the Style of Hemingway,” Kenyon Review, XIII (Autumn, 1951), 
pp. 581-6<)9; Malcolm Cowley, The Portable Hemingway, New York: 1944, 
‘Introduction.” 
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Hills of Africa, one of his poorer books, he may have lowered 
his guard and relaxed his muscles, ‘The fifth dimension,” more- 
over, has no accepted meaning to modern physicists. But Heming- 
way’s art has always been self-conscious, and in the years of his 
apprenticeship in Paris he often discussed this art with Gertrude 
Stein — a trained philosopher, and an admirer of Henri Bergson’s 
theories of the two kinds of “time.” ^ Finally, I think, “the fifth 
dimension” is too strikingly specific a figure of speech to be “mean- 
ingless,” although it may be “mystical.” 

Actually, the specific phrase “the fifth dimension” was used in 
1931 (Green Hills of Africa was published in 1935), by P. D. 
Ouspensky, who defined it to mean “the perpetual now.” Ous- 
pensky, a mystic, was an admirer of Bergson and of William 
James. Bergson (also an admirer of James) had emphasized the 
difference between psychological time and physical time. And 
both these ideas go back to William James’s philosophy of “radical 
empiricism” (that is, of “immediate” or “pure” experience), which 
Gertrude Stein (a former pupil of James) had adapted for literary 
purposes. There is strong internal evidence that Hemingway’s 
philosophy and practice both of style and of structure have fol- 
lowed this pattern of philosophic ideas. His literary ideal has been 
that of “immediate empiricism.” And his “fifth-dimensional prose” 
has attempted to communicate the immediate experience of “the 
perpetual now,” 

This mystical idea of a “fifth-dimensional” experience of “the 
perpetual now” might seem fantastic except that Hemingway first 
suggested it explicitly, and then practiced it consciously in his best 
fiction. For Whom the Bell Tolls embodies the idea both implicitly, 
in structure, and explicitly, in the speeches and thoughts of its char- 
acters. If this major novel is analyzed with this philosophic idea in 
mind, the structure and the purpose become unmist^able. The 
same structure (although less explicitly) informs the two great short 
stories which preceded this novel: “The Short Happy Life of 
Francis Macomber” and “The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” And the 
writing of these three major works immediately followed Heming- 
way’s prophecy of a “fifth dimension” to be achieved by prose. 

*See Bergson, Duree et Simultaneity: d propos de la ikiorie etEimtein, 
Paris: 1922. 

use the term "mystical” in its most general sense, to describe any in- 
tense experience or "ecstasy” which results in insight or "Uluminaticm.” I 
have defined this kind of mysticisin at length in my Emerson Handbook, 
New York: 1953, pp. 113-16. 
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fTnally, this idea of “the perpetual now,” and the philosophy of 
immediate empiricism which underlies it, suggest an explanation 
for the sharp alternation of brilliant success and painful failure in 
Hemingway’s fictional career. In its sentimental or isolated form, 
this idea degenerates into “the cult of sensation,” ^ or of violent 
experience divorced from the routine of living. In this form it ex- 
plains the frequent spectacular badness of To Have and Have Not 
and of Across the River and into the Trees, But when related to 
the routine experiences of life, which give the more “sensational” 
experiences both a frame of reference and a meaning, this philos- 
ophy suggests the heights to which human nature can rise in 
moments of extreme stress. No longer the cult of “sensation,” it 
becomes the ideal of “intensity” or “ecstasy,” and produces that 
telescoping of experience and those flashes of illumination which 
make the “short” life of Francis Macomber supremely “happy,” 
and the snows of Kilimanjaro blindingly brilliant. 

In the 1920s, Albert Einstein’s scientific theory of relativity — 
with its interpretation of “time” as a fourth dimension necessary 
to the measurement of the space between the stars and within the 
atoms — spawned a generation of pseudo-scientific speculators 
who attempted to interpret the meaning of these physied theories 
for philosophic and literary purposes. The most spectacular (and 
the least scientific) of these was the Russian-bom mystic, P. D. 
Ouspensky, who published his Tertium Organum in 1921, and A 
New Model of the Universe in 1931. Specifically, Ouspensky de- 
fined the “fifth dimension” as 

a line of perpetual now. . . . The fifth dimension forms a surface in 
relation to the line of time. . . . Though we are not aware of it, 
sensations of the existence of other “times” continually enter our con- 
sciousness. . . . The fifth dimension is movement in the circle, repeti- 
tion, recurrence.^ 

And at considerable length he analyzed and illustrated these 
pseudo-scientific ideas with reference to James’s “moments of 
consciousness,” Bergson’s theory of time, and “the Eternal Now of 
Brahma.” I do not mean to imply that Hemingway necessarily 
read Ouspensky’s books, but his conversations with Gertrude Stein 
and her friends in the twenties might well have included discus- 

®See R, P, Warren, “Hemingway,” Kenyon Review^ DC (Winter, 1947), 

pp. 1-28. 

*A New Model of the Universe (first published 1931, rev. ed., New 
1950, pu 375). 
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sion of them. Moreover, his specific reference to “a fifth dimen- 
sion” finds partial explanation here, and Ouspensky's description 
of “the perpetual now” closely parallels passages in For Whom 
the Bell Tolls (as we shall see later). 

With Bergson’s theory of the “fourth dimension” of time, we ap- 
proach firmer ground. Closer to the main stream of philosophic 
thought, Bergson tried to interpret Einstein’s scientific theory^ of 
the relativity of time for literary purposes. In 1922 he used recent 
experiments measuring the speed of light, and proving that light 
rays are “bent” by the force of gravitation, to illustrate his own 
already published theories of time. If physical “time” may be dis- 
torted by motion in space and by gravitation, the measurement of 
psychological time may be distorted even more. Bergson had 
always emphasized that mechanic time could never measure the 
intensities of the elan vital in human experience, and that the 
human organism distorted “time” through the devices of memory 
and intuitional thought. Now Einstein’s theory of relativity sug- 
gested that time was not a final measurement in physics, either. In 
human consciousness time might be telescoped, and sensation 
intensified, just as a passenger on a train approaching a warning 
signal at a road crossing hears the ringing intensified in pitch as 
he approaches. Again, these ideas fimd echoes in Hemingway’s 
prose. 

But all these ideas are speculative. The matrix from which they 
spring, and in which their “mysticism” fiinds relation to reality, 
is the philosophy of William James — acknowledged as “master” 
by Ouspensky, Bergson, and Gertrude Stein equally. Approaching 
philosophy by way of psychology, James had interpreted ail re- 
ligious and artistic experiences as empirical phenomena: he had 
sought to observe, report, and analyze those intense “moments of 
consciousness,” which men of religion and of art alike have de- 
scribed as the most “real” and important. With James, therefore, 
“realism” had become psychological, and “empiricism” had 
expanded to include all “immediate” or subjective as well as 
“mediate” or objective experience. Studying under James, Ger- 
trude Stein had developed artistic techniques for communicating 
this “immediate” experience in prose style. Hemingway now 
carried these techniques further, and incorporated their psycholog- 
ical and philosophic patterns (outlined by James, Bergson, and 
perh^ Ouspensky) in the structural forms of his fiction. 

To trace the development of these philosophic ideas, ami to 
illustrate their application to literature, a book would hardly 
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suffice. But to summarize: A brief, immediate experience, ob- 
served realistically, is described first as it occurred “in our time”; 
the protagonist is intensely moved, but remains confused, so that 
the meaning of it all seems nothing, or “nada.” But this im- 
mediate experience recalls individual memories of other, similar 
experiences, or historic memories of parallel experiences in the 
history of other nations, or mystical, “racial” memories. And 
these “mediate” experiences are suggested by “flashbacks,” or by 
conversations, or by the suggestion of recurrent myth or ritual 
patterns. And these fragmentary remembrances of similar ex- 
periences, by relating the individual to other people, places and 
times, suggest new meanings and forms. Finally this new aware- 
ness of the patterns and meanings implicit in the immediate, in- 
dividual experience intensifies it, and gives it a new “dimension” 
not apparent at the time it actually happened. - 

For Whom the Bell Tolls is Hemingway’s first full-length 
novel to describe, and partially to achieve, this radical intensifica- 
tion of experience. Both explicitly and implicitly, it seeks to realize 
the “fifth dimension” of an “eternal now,” beyond the usual 
“fourth dimension” of time. It consciously describes — as well as 
subconsciously suggests — the telescoping of time involved in this 
realization of immediate experience. Indeed the very explicit self- 
consciousness with which it describes this idea constitutes its chief 
fault. But, although the idea has been suggested before, its formal 
pattern has never been clarified. 

On the surface, the novel describes the tragedy of an American 
volunteer, fighting for the Loyalists in the Spanish Civil War, who 
is sent to dynamite a bridge and does so, but is killed as a result. 
The action takes place in three days and involves a love affair 
with a Spanish girl named Maria, who has been rescued by the 
band of Communist guerrillas, after having been raped by the 
Fascists. This love affair has been criticized as irrelevant and ob- 
trusive, but it actually forms the core of the book. And paradox- 
ically it seems obtrusive because it struggles imder so heavy a 
weight of conscious meaning. 

The love affair begins immediately (and sensationally) when 
Maria crawls into the hero’s sleeping bag the first night out. She 
hopes thus to exorcise the memory of the evil that has been done 
to her. But, even while loving her, the hero remains conscious of 
the passage of time, asking “ ‘what time is it now?’ ... It was 
one o’clock. The dial showed bright in the darkness that the robe 
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made.” ^ Later when he declares his love for Maria to Pilar, the 
^psy mother-confessor, she warns him that ‘There is not much 
time.” Because the ending is destined to be tragic, the love affair 
must be brief. But it will be meaningful, later. 

After the second experience of love on the second day, this 
new meaning is suggested: . . and time absolutely stili and they 
were both there, time having stopped and he felt the earth move 
out and away from under them.” Later, thinking of this experi- 
ence, the hero generalizes: 

. . . Maybe that is my life and instead of it being threescore years 
and ten it is . . . just threescore hours and ten or twelve rather. . . . 

I suppose it is possible to live as full a life in seventy hours as in 
seventy years; granted that your life has been full up to the time that 
the seventy hours stait and that you have reached a certain age. 

... So if your life" trades its seventy years for seventy hours I have 
that value now and I am lucky enough to know it. . . . If there is 
only now, why then now is the thing to praise. . . , Now, ahora, 
maintenant, heute. 

This telescoping of time becomes the new “value,” and a universal 
one. Meanwhile, the hero continues to speculate about this tragic 
and enigmatic wisdom suggested by Pilar, the gypsy: 

. . . She is a damned sight more civilized than you and she knows 
what time is all about. Yes, he said to himself, I think that we can 
admit that she has certain notions about the value of time. . . . 

Not time, not happiness, not fun, not children, not a house, not a 
bathroom, not a clean pair of pyjamas, not the morning paper. . . * 
No, none of that. . . . 

So if you love this girl as much as you say you do, you had better 
love her very hard and make up in intensity what the relation will lack 
in duration and in continuity. 

As explicitly as possible the hero develops these new “notions 
about the value of time,” speculating that the intense experience 
of a perpetual “now” may equal in value a lifetime of “duration 
and continuity.” “It was a good system of belief,” he concluded. 
“There is nothing else than now. ... A good life is not meas- 
ured by any bibhcal span.” 

In the ecstatic experience of perfect union with his beloved, 
time has stood still, and the value of intensity has been substituted 
for that of duration. From this experience has emerged the 

For Whom the Bell Tolls, New Ycwk: 1940, p. 72. 
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philosophy of the eternal now. Meanwhile, as the larger action 
of the novel approaches its climax, the hero seeks to understand 
the strange combination of violence and idealism which charac- 
terizes the Spanish people. 

On the last night, Maria pours out to him the story of her 
violation. And again he generalizes: 

Those are the flowers of Spanish chivalry. What a people they have 
been. . . . Spain has always had its own special idol worship within 
the Church. Otra Virgen mas, I suppose that was why they had to 
destroy the virgins of their enemies. . . . This was the only country 
the reformation never reached. They were paying for the Inquisition 
now, all right. . . . 

Maybe I have had all my life in three days, he thought. 

In the hero’s mind, “Maria” thus becomes a symbol of the tradi- 
tional mariolatry of the Spanish Catholic Church, which “the 
reformation never reached”; and the violence of the Spanish 
Civil War becomes an intensified version of all modern history 
since the Reformation, compressed in symbolic time. His love for 
this modem Maria becomes both a symbolic fulfillment of his- 
tory and a transcendence of the old “time.” In a flash, the im- 
mediate experience of the eternal now becomes not only a per- 
sonal “system of belief,” but a philosophy of history illuminating 
the action of the whole novel. 

Shortly after, the third and final experience of love obliterates 
time (“the hand on the watch moved, unseen now”), the* ecstasy 
is complete (“not why not ever why, only this now”), and this 
individual experience becomes one with the experience of all mys- 
tics: “It is in Greco and in San Juan da la Cruz, of course, and in 
the others. I am no mystic, but to deny it is as ignorant as though 
you denied the telephone.” And this mystic transcendence of time 
and of self informs the final chapters of the book, as, after being 
fatally wounded, the hero comforts Maria: “Thou art me too 
now. Thou art all there will be of me” (p. 464), and accepts his 
own death: “He began to accept it and let the hate go out. . . . 
Once you saw it again as it was to others, once you got rid of your 
own self, the always ridding of self that you had to do in war. 
Where there could be no self.” Thus finally the experience of “the 
perpetual now” leads to the mystical experience. 

This intensification of experience under the emotional stress 
of love or war, resulting in an ecstasy transcending the traditional 
limitations of time and of self, and producing a “system of be- 



carpenter: Hemingway’s fifth dimension 199 

lief’ verging on the mystical, is the subject of For Whom the 
Bell Tolls, both implicitly and explicitly. In a sense it has always 
been the subject of all Hemingway's fiction. But of course the em- 
phasis has changed over the different periods of his wTiting, and 
he has developed this “system of belief’ progressively. 

Hemingway’s early fiction, in general, described the immediate 
experience, of love or war, with a minimal awareness of meaning, 
and a minimal experience of ecstasy; therefore the experience 
seemed largely “sensational,” and the meaning “nada.” But be- 
ginning with “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber” and 
“The Snows of Kilimanjaro,” his stories began to achieve ecstasy 
and to imagine a transcendence of the futility of the past. The sud- 
den illumination of the vision of snow-capped Kilimanjaro proph- 
esied the ecstasies and the transcendence of time in For Whom 
the Bell Tolls, But this novel exaggerated perhaps the author’s 
new consciousness of meaning, and his concern with the “system” 
of his belief. In The Old Man and the Sea the idea became at 
last incarnated and the mysticism completely naturalized. 

But the idea of the intensified experience of the immediate 
“now” is not simple, nor is its mysticism traditional. Hemingway 
himself has suggested some of the necessary qualifications: his 
Robert Jordan “supposed” that the final fulfillment of life in 
seventy hours was possible, “granted that your life has been full 
up to the time that the seventy hours start, and that you have 
reached a certain age.” That is, the intensity of experience which 
transcends time, and achieves a new “value” or “dimension,” de- 
pends upon an earlier fullness of experience of time and the 
appreciation of its value. The mysticism of this fifth-dimensional 
experience implies no denial of the old “values” or “dimensions,” 
but rather a fulfillment beyond them. These heroes do not seek 
escape from time (as do the hero and heroine of Robert Penn 
Warren’s World Enough and Time), nor do they build a “tower 
beyond tragedy” (like the heroes of Robinson Jeffers), but rather 
they seek the intensified fulfillment of life within tragedy. 

Further, this achievement of a new dimension of experience re- 
quires maturity — the hero must have reached “a certain age.” 
Besides having lived a full life in the past, he must have reached 
a turning point, or crisis of life. So Francis Macomber — a natural 
aristocrat who has excelled at sports in the past — confronts the 
final test of courage, fails, but suddenly overcomes his fear and 
achieves a brief ecstasy of happiness. And the autobiographical 
hero of KHimanjaro — ^who has prospered well enough in love and 
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in literature — sees suddenly the ecstatic vision of supreme success, 
as he dies. 

Finally, the achievement of this new dimension of experience, 
whether in “prose’’ or in life, is exceptional — “one must have 
luck.” So Robert Jordan “had learned that he himself, with 
another person, could be everything. But inside himself he knew 
that this was the exception.” The new experience requires a full- 
ness of past life, a certain age, and an ecstasy which is mystical 
in every sense. 

A fourth-dimensional sense of time (Cowley and Beach have 
suggested) is often achieved by a detailed description of the pat- 
terns of experience which have crystallized in rituals, ceremonies, 
traditions, habits of action, codes of behavior. On the level of 
pure realism, this may be suggested by that loving description of 
the techniques of any work or sport which is characteristic of all 
Hemingway’s stories.® The absence of this workaday realism con- 
tributes to the failure of Across the River, while the exact tech- 
niques of fishing make real the occasional mysticism of The Old 
Man and the Sea, On the level of art, the patterned ritual of 
the bullfight and the sporting code of the big-game hunter also 
suggest this sense of repetition in time. While on the level of reli- 
gion, mythical or symbolic actions, which sometimes seem un- 
real or irrational, may provide the pattern. The esthetic sense of 
the perfect fulfillment of some pattern of action in time is the 
necessary precondition for achievement of the final “magic.” 

The “fifth-dimensional” intensity of experience beyond time 
may come, finally, from a profound sense of participation in these 
traditional patterns of life experience. Beach’s description of the 
fifth dimension as a “sense of participation in the moral order 
of the world” is suggestive. “You felt an absolute brotherhood 
with the others who were engaged in it,” observed Robert Jordan 
of his Spanish Civil War. Paradoxically, love and war become 
supremely “moral,” and the intensity of the experience they offer 
may communicate a mystical ecstasy. If only the sensational and 
the violent aspects are described, with only a traditional, third- 
dimensional realism, “nada” results. But these violent sensations 
have always been the elemental stuflf, both of human tragedy and 
of mystici transcendence. If the red slayer think only of slaying, 
and if the slain think only of being slain, no fourth or fifth dimen- 

®See Joseph Beaver, ‘Technique’ in Hemingway,” College English 
(March, 1953), p. 325. 



carpenter: Hemingway’s fifth dimension 


201 


sion is achieved. But Santiago in The Old Man and the Sea, per- 
forming realistically the ritual techniques of his trade, goes on to 
identify the intensity of his own suffering with that of the great 
fish that he is slaying. And, telling his story% Hemingv^^ay has 
achieved that synthesis of immediate experience and mysticism 
which, perhaps, is “the fifth dimension.” 


F. /. Carpenter 



ARTURO BAREA 


Not Spain but Hemingway 

Ernest Hemingway’s new novel. For Whom the Bell 
Tolls, was cast for the success it is now reaping along the whole 
front line from left-wing reviewers to Hollywood producers. 

It is a tale of violence, war, and love, blood and thunder on the 
Spanish soil; it combines the romanticism and glamour of bull- 
fighting with the ugly realism of a civil war; it is heroic, sensational, 
sensual, lyrical, and honestly antifascist without going in for poli- 
tics; it contains one set of characters — Castilian peasants — which 
deserve the cliche praise “sober in outline like an old woodcut,” 
and another set of mtellectualiy intriguing and exotic characters — 
Russian journalists and generis. It shows the inner problems of 
the author through his hero, the American scholar and Communist 
who is serving behind the Fascist lines, a true man of action, yet 
wrestling with his very un-Communistic, honest-to-God humanist 
soul. It describes the violence and horror of the Spanish War so 
that the reader who had been in love with a strange Spain of his 
own nostalgia sees all his vague imaginings assuming shape and life, 
and feels himself to be penetrating into the innermost recesses of 
the Spanish soul. It is written with an excellent techsique of realism^ 
and yet spares delicate feelings by putting the foulest oaths and 
obscenities in Spanish and italics (English readers may or may not 
look up the words in a dictionary; in any case they would not find 
half of them) , thus noticeably reducing the amount of muckings, 
sons-of-bitches, and hells. 

I myself was fascinated by the book and felt it to be honest in 
so far as it renders Hemingway’s real vision. And yet I find myself 
awkwardly alone in the conviction that, as a novel about Spaniards 
and their war, it is unreal and, in the last analysis, deeply imtruthful, 
though practically ail the critics claim the contrary, whatever their 
objections to other aspects of the book: 

You come to understand much of Spain which is not always, or even 
often, to be found in the histories. 
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Hemingway knows his Spain profoundly. ... In miniature, Heming- 
way has written the war the Spanish were fighting. 

. . . here, in his astonishingly real Spanish conversation, he has sur- 
passed anything I have ever seen. . . . Mr. Hemingway understands 
the hierarchy of Spanish blasphemy, the proper place of each rococo 
phrase. . . . Horrifying and sickening, the story has nevertheless that 
theatrical variety of incidents, that primitive realism and capacity to 
catch every emotion that was felt by the people as a whole. . . . 

The Spanish peasants who help him in his dangerous errand are su- 
perbly described. . . . All are alive and astonishingly themselves; Mr. 
Hemingway has never done anything better. 

As a Spaniard, and one who has lived through the period of our 
war which provides Hemingway with his stage setting, I came point 
by point to the following somewhat different conclusions: 

Reading For Whom the Bell Tolls, you will indeed come to 
understand some aspects of Spanish character and life, but you will 
misunderstand more, and more important ones at that, 

Ernest Hemingway does know “his Spain.” But it is precisely his 
intimate knowledge of this narrow section of Spain which has 
blinded him to a wider and deeper understanding, and made it diffi- 
cult for him to “write the war we have been fighting.” 

Some of his Spanish conversations are perfect, but others, often 
of great significance for the structure of the book, are totally un- 
Spanish. He has not mastered the intricate “hierarchy of Spanish 
blasphemy” (anyhow the most difficult thing for a foreigner in any 
language, since it is based on ancient taboos and half-conscious 
superstitions). He commits a series of grave linguistic-psychological 
mistakes in this book — such, indeed, as I have heard him commit 
when he joked with the orderlies in my Madrid office. Then, we 
grinned at his solecisms because we liked him. 

Hemingway has understood the emotions which our “people as 
a whole” felt in the bull ring, but not those which it felt in the 
collective action of war and revolution. 

Some of the Castilian peasants Hemingway has created are real 
and alive, but others are artificial or out of place. Although all are 
magnificently described, in none of them has he touched the roots. 

Ernest Hemingway himself and his book are of such importaiace 
that I think it necessary to specify, and if I can, to prove and explain 
my objections. After all, they cover not only the literary picture of 
Spaniards and their war, but also the quality of Hemingway^s crea- 
tive work in tMs instance, and the problem of his reaJtek as a whole. 
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The strength of his artistry makes fiction sound like distilled reality. 
The reader may well follow the lead of the critics; he may accept 
the book because it is a pow^erful work of art, and implicitly believe 
in the inner truthfulness of Hemingway’s Spain. For purely Spanish 
reasons I want to fight against this danger of a spurious under- 
standing of my people. 

The book relates an episode in the Republican guerrilla warfare 
of May, 1937. It takes place in the Sierra of the province of Segovia, 
and the guerrilleros concerned come from a small town, or rather 
village, in the province of Avila. (It is more appropriate to call 
these pueblos “villages” than “towns,” as Hemingway does.) Both 
the provinces are a part of Old Castile. 

I^e men from those Castilian mountain villages are dour and 
hard, poor and distrustful. They have grown up on a soil which 
the snow covers half of the year and the sun scorches the other 
half. They are wailed up in their own narrow lives, each working 
hard on his meager bit of land and hunting the wild animals in the 
mountains. Their fierce self-defense against the hardships of their 
existence and of the very climate makes them shut the doors of their 
community against any stranger, beyond a momentary and gener- 
ous hospitality. They do not allow the gypsies to stay overnight in 
their villages, but often chase them away with stones. They have 
come to hate their sefiores — ail those who exploit them through 
money, position or power — and when they feel deceived by the 
highest power, their God, they turn against Him with the same 
ferocious resentment. They do not talk much, nor do they talk 
easily; their turns of speech are heavy, simple and direct, with the 
dignity of simplicity and of pride in their manly strength. 

I think Hemingway has seen all this and striven to express it. 
Some of his guerrilleros, above all Old Anselmo and El Sordo, be- 
long to that soil. Yet he does not know the foundations of their 
lives and minds. Indeed, how could he? This is a Spain he has seen 
but never lived. And thus he commits the fatal error of putting the 
men of a Sierra village under the leadership of two people from the 
Spain he knows thoroughly, from the world of the toreros and 
their hangers-on: Pilar, the old gypsy tart, and Pablo, the horse 
dealer of the bull ring. 

Such a situation is utterly impossible. The men from a township 
in the Sierra of Avila — ^from a place as primitive as Hemingway 
himself paints it — could never have admitted and accepted a Pilar 
and a Pablo as their leaders. The gypsy and the gypsified horse 
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dealer might have lived, and even become local leaders, in one of 
those villages in the Sierra of Guadarrama, which Hemingway 
knows and which live on tourists and week-enders from Madrid; 
but then again, these villages could never have produced Heming- 
way’s peasant guerrilleros. That is to say, the old whore from 
Andalusia with her lover, the horse dealer, grouped together with 
peasants from Old Castile constitute a glaring incongruity. 

This lack of realism is, however, necessary for the pattern of 
Hemingway’s book. It permits him to introduce, through Pilar, 
admirable descriptions of the people of the bull ring a quarter of 
a century ago. It also permits him to construct scenes of savage 
brutality built around Pablo, whose whole mind is drenched with 
the smell of the plaza de toros and who is capable of studied, de- 
liberate cruelty. The scenes of the book which seem to have im- 
pressed themselves deeply on the minds of every non-Spanish reader 
as being barbarously realistic and true are thus the result of a 
purely artificial choice of dramatis personae. 

When Hemingway decided not to describe a group of purely 
Castilian guerrilla fighters led by the most brutal and brave male 
among them, but to introduce the colorful gypsy woman and the 
bull-ring assassin, he blocked his own way to the reality of the 
Spanish War and Spanish violence. 

Pilar relates in a painfully vivid narration what happened in 
the small Sierra township after the outbreak of the RebeHion. First 
she describes the assault on the barracks of the Guardia Civil, and 
this part of the tale is perfect in its realism. Just so it happened in 
many places throughout Spain. Then she tells how Pablo (who, as 
I must again emphasize, could never have become a leader in such 
a village in real life) organizes a monstrous and elaborate lynching 
of the local “fascists,’’ with the underlying intention of involving 
the whole population in the same blood guilt. He organizes this 
lynching like one of the old village bull-baitings or capeas. The men 
are in the square, most of them in their festive clothes, all with 
their wineskins, and armed with flails, sticks, and knives. The doors 
of the Town Hall open to let out the prisoners one by one; they 
have to pass through the narrow space between a double line of 
men until they reach the edge of a cliff. The men in the lines, drunk 
with wine and cruelty, beat and knife their enemies to death, jeer- 
ing at them the while. The bodies are thrown over the precipice. 
The women look on from the balconies, and in the end are shame- 
fully drunk with blood and bestiality, just like the men. 

Now, it happened in countless small towns and villages that un- 
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derfed peasants and laborers killed the local sefiores who had 
starved them for years and sneered at them: “Let the Republic 
feed you!” At first, there was almost everywhere some man or 
other, more savage than the rest, who wanted to lynch the “fascists” 
and shouted: “Let’s tear their guts out!” — guts being a euphemism 
in place of which Hemingway uses the crude Spanish word in 
italics. Then two or three of the most hated men would be killed 
in the streets, brutally, in an outbreak of blind fury; but there was 
no deliberate torture. The others were shot at night on the threshing 
floors in the open fields where the women could not see it, nor even 
hear the shots. They were killed, and then they were buried. Often 
those who had killed in revenge were naive enough to give their 
victims a burial in the cemetery so that they should rest “in hal- 
lowed ground.” 

Hemingway must have sensed this. He had to invent his Pablo, 
the crafty, potential murderer, accustomed to seeing horses slit 
open in the bull ring, in order to stage-manage this collective blood 
orgy. Yet even if a Pablo could possibly have organized such a 
lynching, it is unthinkable that the community of a Castilian village 
would have followed him to the end of the revolting butchery, and 
not sooner have lynched Pablo himself. It is even more unthi^abie 
that the butcher could have remained the leader of honest men who 
became guerrilla fighters because of their own convictions. 

The brutal violence of Spaniards, which exists together with a 
dark acceptance of life and death, is always individual. It draws 
strength and pride from a very simple awareness of their own mas- 
culinity. In the explosion of that stored-up violence people would 
agree to kill their enemies, to kill them quickly with a straight 
bullet or a straight knife, without investigation or trial. Nobody — 
except of course the few with diseased brains who must have 
existed — ^thought, or could have thought, of organizing slaughter 
like a fiesta and of putting on festive clothes to get drunk on blood. 
In those village bullfights which Hemiugway describes through the 
daydreaming of his young guerrillero Andres, the people would 
finish up intoxicated with mass cruelty; yet there is still a profound 
difference. Even if those capeas were nothing other than collective 
killings, the killing was not that of a tame cow but of a wild bull. 
Brutd, yes; but demanding personal bravery and the risk to life 
and limb from every individual. Thousands of young men have 
died in capeas. But if instead of the “bull of death” a milch cow 
had been put in the middle of the village square, nobody would 
have touched her, because a thing like that no tiene gracia, it would 
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have held no attraction. The gracia does not consist in killing the 
bull, but in knowing that he can kill you. Eveiy^thing else would 
destroy your claim to manliness. 

^ Hemingway has forgotten this when he describes the collective 
killing of defenseless enemies in a bull-ring atmosphere. And yet, 
this is the kind of violence the common reader would be apt to 
expect from Spaniards; the supreme skill of the narration makes 
it seem stark reality. To me, that is the worst aspect of Hemingway's 
fundamental mistake: he falsifies most plausibly the causes and the 
actual form of the tragic violence of my people — not knowing that 
he falsifies it, because much of what he describes does exist in the 
Spain of the bull ring, the Spain he understands and seeks to find 
in every Spaniard. 

The chain of errors prolongs itself, always springing from the 
same main source. Hemingway balances this story of a Republican 
atrocity with equally realistic-sounding and equally false stories 
of Fascist atrocities. Again, the most important incident is one of 
collective violence. The heroine, Maria, has been violated by a 
group of Fascists, and she tells her lover about it. 

At the beginning of the Civil War, Franco’s Moorish soldiers 
committed rape. I myself knew of concrete cases. Afterwards the 
Spanish Fascist officers did their best to put an end to these out- 
rages, although they themselves went on committing other forms 
of brutality inherent in civil war and fascist mentality. I have 
never heard of a collective violation by Falangists, and I do not 
believe it ever happened. Such a thing is contrary to Spanish psy- 
chology.^ I want to make it quite clear that I do not deny the 
potential and actual bestiality of Spaniards, but I do deny the psy- 
chological possibility of a collective sexual act. The consciousness 
of his own virility would make it impossible for a Spaniard to 
want the union of his body with that of a woman stDl warm and 
moist from another male. He would loathe it physically. Ag^, 
Hemingway describes most vividly what is intrinsicaDy wrong; 

^ While I was translatirtg this passage into English, in 1941, A.B. said 
to me that the sordid fact of queues in cheap brothels, for instance in the 
rearguard, did not seem to him a contradiction to his diesis, because there, 
sexual hunger had become a blinding elemental force. He also mentioned 
the case of collective rape described by the novelist P6rez dc Ayala. AB, ad- 
mitted the existence of such explosions by a group of %aniards whose 
dammed-up hatred and sexuality found no other outlet, but he considered 
them psychopathoiogical extremes, while the episode by Hemingway 
was meant to be something ‘^normal” in spite of tlie abnormai cincmn- 
stances, (Ilsa Bakea,) 
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again, he is wrong because he fails to understand the individual 
quality of Spanish violence. Since these are the crucial parts of his 
psychological pattern, his whole picture of the Spaniards at war is 
distorted and unreal. 

There is, however, another group scene which is magnificent in 
psychology and detail. The guerrilleros feel that Pablo is about to 
turn traitor, and try to provoke him to a step which would justify 
killing him. Although they believe his death to be necessary for 
their common good, they do not attack him together and jfinish 
him off, which would be easy; they stage a discussion that proceeds 
from insult to insult, true to life in its ceremonial violence, and try 
to incite Pablo to challenge one of them. That one would then be 
ready to kOl him face to face. He would be ready to stab the bull 
— if the bull accepts the fight. 

There are other Spanish scenes and characters which are excel- 
lently observed. The old man Anselmo, with his grave problems of 
life and death, is completely genuine. The Fascist officers are real, 
although their actions are artificially constructed. Everything con- 
nected with the world of the bullfight is vivid and essentially truth- 
ful. El Sordo, the peasant leader of another guerrilla band operat- 
ing near Pablo’s, is as much in the right place as Pablo is in the 
wrong. As far as he is described in his brief appearances, he is 
typical of his kind: primitive, harsh, straight, and ingenuous, con- 
tinuing to live and fight though he knows that the future holds no 
hope. In the end he dies with a simple, brutal, and unsentimental 
dignity: he dies, killing. 

But even the genuine characters are curiously detached from 
their background. One never quite knows why they fight for the 
Republic; one only feels their stoic loyalty. There is no growth and 
no future in them. And yet it had been precisely their hope and 
belief in a constructive future which had set the Spanish laborers 
and peasants in motion. 

Less relevant for Hemingway’s treatment of the Spanish War, but . 
interesting in view of his conception of the Spanish character, is the 
fact that the love story between the young American, Robert 
Jordan, and Maria is pure romancing, at least in so far as the Span- 
ish girl is concerned. I cannot judge — ^for I cannot feel and associate 
in English — ^whether the love scenes are convincing. They may be 
good writing, though they do not seem so to me. They are certainly 
unrealistic in their psychology of the female partner. 

A Spanish girl of the rur^ middle class is steeped in a tradition 
in which influences from the Moorish harem and the Catholic con- 
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vent mix. She could not ask a stranger, a foreigner, to let her come 
into his bed the very first night after they had met. This, however, 
is what Maria does. She could not do it and keep the respectful 
adoration of the members of her guerrilla group who know the 
history of her violation. They would call her a bitch in heat, not 
because she sleeps with a foreigner, but because she offers herself 
to him at once without even having been asked by him. Maria’s 
ignorance of kissing and love is another impossible fiction. Such 
mental innocence may be found in other layers of Spanish society, 
among girls who had no other contact with life but their father con- 
fessor and the Holy Sisters of their convent school. In this, the most 
unreal character of the book, there is also a particularly marked 
discrepancy between social background and excessively lyrical lan- 
guage. This belongs, however, to the general question of the lan- 
guage used by the Spaniards throughout the book. 

It is here that the artificiality of Hemingway’s Spain and the gaps 
in his actual knowledge of the Spanish mind show themselves most 
clearly. The Castilian peasants speak forcefully and simply. Their 
language can be austere, it can express a somber kind of hilarity. 
They often cover their resistance to expressing their own more 
complicated emotions by fierce blasphemy. All this has been said 
often, and Hemingway knows it. But when it comes to rendering the 
dignity and sobriety of their speech, he invents an artificial and 
pompous English which contains many un-En^ish words and con- 
structions, most of which cannot even be admitted as literal trans- 
lations of the original Spanish. To prove this would require much 
space and would sound merely pedantic, but I want to give an 
example; 

Agustm says: “Also I have a boredom in these mountains.” 
(Hemingway-Jordan had commented on the fact that Spanish peas- 
ants use the abstract word aburrimiento, boredom; in reality, they 
hardly ever use it.) In such a case, the Castilian peasant would 
quite simply say; '*Ademds me aburro en estas montanas/' or 
**Estas montanas me aburren” of which the English equivalents 
are: “Also, Fm bored in these mountains,” or “These mountains 
bore me.” 

The curious translation, which is no real translation, wants to 
impress on the reader the abstract quality of the peasant’s speech. 
Yet it is precisely characteristic of the Castilian of the people that 
it shuns abstract nouns and rather expresses the abstract idea as 
personified concrete action, such as “the mountains bore me.” 
Hemingway conrinually sins against this spirit of the language in 
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both the choice of words and the structure of the phrases in his 
dialogues between Spaniards. It seems to me that poise and sim- 
plicity of language should be rendered by equally poised, simple, 
and natural language. The quality of dignity must flow out of direct- 
ness, not out of hollow and artificial solemnity. I resent Spaniards 
in a serious book speaking like Don Adriano de Armado, the 
“fantastical Spaniard” of Love's Labour's Lost. As a writer, I 
would be unhappy if Spanish dialogue I had written were to be 
translated into something as affected and artificial as: “I encounter 
it to be perfectly normal,” when all I had said in Spanish was: 
Lo encuentro perjectamente normal — “I find it perfectly normal”; 
or into: “You have terminated already?” when I have said: 
cHabeis terminado ya ? — “Have you finished already?” 

Now, this matter of the treatment of idiomatic speech in a trans- 
lation is most difficult, in any language. Yet Hemingway’s solution, 
which sounds like utter realism, is in point of fact the very con- 
trary. It makes the understanding of shades almost impossible to 
any reader who does not know Spanish, and it removes the Castilian 
figures to a plane of unreality where strange phrases and strange 
psychology run riot. The fact that genuine Spanish swearwords and 
idioms are copiously scattered all over the pages only adds to this 
unreality. 

The erroneous use of blasphemy and obscene language reveals 
very neatly how Hemingway has failed to grasp certain subtleties 
of Spanish language and psychology. Instead of a long list I will 
give two instances, among the most striking in the book: 

Robert Jordan constantly addresses Maria as “rabbit,” in both 
EnglMi and Spanish, in intimacy and in public. Now, the Spanish 
word happens to be one of the more frequent and vulgar euphe- 
misms for the female sexual organ. Jordan is described as knowing 
all the intricacies of Spanish double meanings. Had he really ad- 
dressed his girl like this in public, it would have provoked a truly 
Rabelaisian outburst. 

The other instance derives from a deeper misunderstanding. 

One of the guerrilleros asks Robert about Maria: “How is she 
in bed?” Another, who himself loves Maria and explains to Robert 
that she is no whore just because she slept with him, says: “And 
thy care is to joder with her all night?” 

It is strictly impossible for a Spaniard to ask another man how 
his wife or lover is “in bed.” It would break a taboo which is only 
lifted in the case of prostitutes. No Spaniard would use the word 
joder: the ugliest verb for the sexual act, and one which expresses 
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not the joy but the nausea of sexual union, about a woman he 
respects and whom the other man loves. It would inevitably pro- 
voke a fight. But Hemingway- Jordan discusses the matter serenely, 
Jordan unaware that he has lost face by accepting an insult, Hem- 
ingway unaware that the use of the word by Agustfn and its ac- 
ceptance by Jordan gives away the fact that his own real knowledge 
of Spaniards is still confined to the w’orld of Death in the Afternoon. 

When Heming\vay came to Madrid in early spring 1937, he 
came with the apprehensions of a man who had been hurt and 
twisted by the Great War, and who w’as now voluntarily exposing 
himself to bombs and shells, afraid of being afraid once more and 
eager to share the experience of a people’s struggle. He came with 
the apprehensions of a man who, many years before, had found 
an escape from his inner helplessness in the animal brutality of 
the world of the Spanish bull ring, after having been scarred by 
the disciplined and dull violence of modern warfare, and who was 
afraid of having lost the Spain he knew and loved. 

I remember him vividly now, as I knew him in those months: 
big and lumbering, with the look of a worried boy on his round 
face, diffident and yet consciously using his diffidence as an attrac- 
tion, a good fellow to drink with, fond of dirty jokes “pour 6pater 
FEspagnol,” questioning, skeptical and intelligent in Ms curiosity, 
skillfully stressing his political ignorance, easy and friendly, yet 
remote and somewhat sad. 

I think he had once taken Spain, the Spain of toreros, wealthy 
young sehoritos, gypsies, tarts, tipsters, and so on, rather as one 
takes drugs. That colorful and purposeless game with life and 
death which followed rigid and ancient rules must have responded 
to some inner need of Ms. He wrote what to my knowledge is the 
best book on the bull ring. Death in the Afternoon. When he came 
back to Spain into our war, tired of describing and observing the 
flabby violence of American gangsterdom, he found few traces of 
the world he knew. The great toreros with whom he had been 
friends were on the side of the Fascists. The gypsies had lost their 
market and had disappeared, many of them to ffie trenches, 

Hemingway mixed with the soldiers in the bars more than with 
the pretentious left-wing intellectuals. He made many foiends, as 
one makes friends drinking and joking together. Yet be lived the 
somewhat unreal life of a war correspondent in the sbeB-pitted 
JJotel Florida, among foreign journalists, officers of the Interna- 
tional Brigades on leave, and a motley crowd of tourists and tarts. 
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He could speak well with Spaniards, but he never shared their 
lives, neither in Madrid, nor in the trenches. The commander of 
the International Brigades, a man who appeared to us Spaniards 
the epitome of ugly Prussianism, explained to him the strategic and 
tactical details of the battle of Madrid and the battle of Guadalajara. 
Kolzov, the correspondent of Pravda, gave him his cynical but 
shrewd explanations of life behind the scenes. Hemingway had 
access to the strictly guarded world of the Hotel Gaylord and he 
came to know its inmates, the Russians and the International Com- 
munist functionaries. And he admired them, secretly skeptical, and 
yet with a naive longing to share their facility of decision. He must 
have had a bad conscience because he could become part neither 
of the Spanish fight, nor of that other political fight which seemed 
so clear-cut to those Russians and Communists. 

In For Whom the Bell Tolls, there is the sublimation of all those 
experiences. The world of the Hotel Gaylord is evoked with an 
astonishing accuracy of detail; the non-Spanish figures of the book 
are all lifelike portraits, some under their real names, such as the 
disastrous Andre Marty; others, like Kolzov, slightly idealized and 
thinly disguised. What Hemingway did not do but would have 
liked to be capable of doing, and what he actually felt, is mirrored 
in his hero, Robert Jordan, who is left dying at the end of the book, 
not so much because the inner necessity of the tale demands it, as 
because Ernest Hemingway could not really believe in his future. 

And then there is Spain. Hemingway could describe with truth- 
fulness and art what he had seen from without, but he wanted to 
describe more. He wished for a share in the Spanish struggle. Not 
sharing the beliefs, the life, and the suffering of the Spaniards, he 
could only shape them ia his imagination ^fier the image of the 
Spain he knew. Kfis old obsession with violence pushed him into 
a track which only led him still further away from a share in that 
new and still chaotic Spanish life. 

Thus the inner failure of Hemingway’s novel — ^its failure to 
render the reality of the Spanish War in imaginative writing — seems 
to me to stem &om the fact that he was always a spectator who 
wanted to be an actor and who wanted to write as if he were an 
actor. Yet it is not enough to look on: to write truthfully you must 
live, and you must feel what you are living. 

Arturo Barea 

Translated from the Spanish by lisa Barea 
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Hemingway’s Across the River and into the Trees 


Showing surprising unanimity, the critics have left no 
doubt that Ernest Hemingway’s For Whom the Bell Tolls ( 1940) 
is the most impressive proof of his narrative skill to date. Compared 
with this great novel of the Spanish Civil War, all previous creations 
of Hemingway’s pen look technically inferior. With it the author 
again proved his mastery of an unmistakable, individual style. 
Moreover, this novel revealed a new Hemingway to us. This new 
Hemingway is no longer so hopelessly possessed by the skepticism 
and cynicism that mark the early works — in particular The Sun 
Also Rises, Men Without Women, A Farewell to Arms and Death 
in the Afternoon, Joseph Warren Beach in his well-known book 
American Fiction 1920 to 1940} referring to For Whom the Bell 
Tolls, expressed this somewhat differently. This novel, he says, 

is the largest in scope, the most accomplished in technique, and the 
strongest in effect of an 3 ^ng he has written. And it demonstrates 
that he did indeed have something to say, something positive and 
tonic, which he had never said before, certainly not with the explicit- 
ness and power of the present statement. 

To characterize more closely this turn to the positive which we 
believe can be found in For Whom the Bell Tolls, the following 
might be tentatively said: Whereas previously the life of Heming- 
way’s characters was marked by inner emptiness and utter lack of 
meaning, only temporarily alleviated by intoxication and a blind 
lust for life, now for the first time we see that Hemingway rec- 
ognizes some sort of hierarchy of ethical values. In For Whom the 
Bell Tolls fear and anxiety before nothingness are at least tem- 
porarily pushed into the background. The conflict of moral in- 
terests is no longer one-sidedly resolved in favor of “the easy life” 
without responsibility. Here there is at least an indication of situa- 
tions in which the individual as such has become unimportant be- 
cause he is caught up in the community spirit Disdplirus and duty 

"New York, 1942, p. 69. 
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are no longer felt to be restraints on the individuars freedom and 
search for pleasure but rather as means of tying together the com- 
munity, so that each individual who accepts these restraints ex- 
periences an increase in strength and security. Confidence breaks 
that isolation which had previously enveloped man and kept him 
from contact with a responsive “other person.” Finally, there grows 
out of this soil a new sense of human dignity, revealed in devotion 
to others and symbolized in the conscious acceptance of sacrifice.- 

Was this then a decisive and lasting turn in Hemingway’s philos- 
ophy and view of life? Had this writer once and for all discarded 
nihilism and replaced it with a new faith? 

This question remained long unanswered. Hemingway was silent 
for ten years. Only with Across the River and into the Trees (1950) 
do we have a frame of reference and a standard of comparison. 
From the critic’s point of view there is therefore much at stake. To 
begin with, this new novel would decide whether Hemingway had 
continued to develop in the direction indicated by For Whom the 
Bell Tolls. However, it cannot be said that the expectations of the 
critics were fulfilled by Across the River and into the Trees. There 
was general disappointment. A few examples will suffice. 

Helmut Papajewski, who gave us an erudite and reliable outline 
of Hemingway’s development,^ sees the author of Across the 
River as one who has retreated to “his old way of proclaiming 
cliches,” This critic says: 

The main characters remind us too much of the characters of several 
earlier works which were created out of an original situation and 
stiH tied to his special presentation and analysis of existence, as for 
example in A Farewell to Arms or The Sun Also Rises. But these 
newer characters do not come to life. The lack of originality in their 
presentation and their dependence on imitation make the characters 
shadowy. Their speech is distinguished by a poverty of ideas and by 
linguistic barrenness. What was once a conscious reduction to the 
simplicity of a realizable experience has become pseudo-primitivism. 
Action is practically nonexistent and at times . . . becomes merely 
a fiat shifting of scenes. 

Papajewski even asks the question whether this novel should not 
be considered symptomatic of the decay of a whole literary trend, 

* Cf. the words of Robert Jordan {For Whom the Bell Tolls, New York, 
1945, Chas. Scribner’s Sons, p. 466) : “You can do nothing for yourself but 
perhaps you can do somethmg for another.” 

•“The Question of Meaningfulness in Hemingway” (Anglia, Vol. 70, 
1951, pp. 186-200). 
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the modem American novel of “life- analysis” (Existenzanalyse) ^ 
which proclaims with its pale repetitiveness and its return to pre- 
vious concepts that its technique leads into a “sort of dead end/' 
Helmut Uhlig^ is also of the opinion that Hemingw^ay returned 
with Across the River to the world oiThe Sun Also Rises, 

An unrestrained glorification of impulsive living, sensuality, strength, 
and bravery in the face of death characterizes this bizarre novel with 
which Hemingway has returned to the anti-intellectual and antihu- 
manitarian direction of his early works. 

Uhiig therefore speaks of a “development opposed to that of Faulk- 
ner.” In Faulkner’s novel Intruder in the Dust (1949) the gloom 
of desperation begins to lift, whereas Hemingway’s Across the 
River bears the stamp of its author’s “hostility to civfiization,” 
Similarly, Henry Ludeke^ regards the novel written in 1950 as 
an artistic step backward compared with For Whom the Bell Tolls, 
With it Hemingway “returned to a quiet, contemplative, almost 
tedious tone and extremely fiat language.” He thiiis the writer’s 
attempt to “build a character from the inside out” has failed 
Liideke ends with this passage: “In the face of this new turn in 
his art final judgment about Hemingway must be suspended,” 

Let us summarize. Criticism of Across the River concerns the 
full scope of the work and deals also with the author’s attitude to- 
ward life. The most important objections are these: lack of orig- 
inality, poverty of ideas, barren language, pseudo-primitivism, shift- 
ing of scenes instead of development of action, glorification of 
sensuous living, antihumanitarian viewpoint, poor characteriza- 
tions. Let us now turn to the novel itself. 

The first thing that strikes us in reading it is that the action 
itself is quite unimportant. The content could be given in a few 
lines, a sort of “argument,” an introduction to the book, as was 
done in Renaissance drama or the Baroque novel. Curiously 
enough, this does not impair the reader’s pleasure. Obviously it is 
essentid to this form of narrative that it should barely deal with 
the development of plot. This is fundamentally different from the 
technique Hemingway used in his previous novels. In these he was 
never w illin g to forgo suspense as a stimulus to the reader. 

The content may be described as follows: we leam of the 
thoughts and reminiscences of a fifty-one-year-old American colo- 

* “Amerikanische literatur” m Amerikakunde (2iid Frankfurt 

a.M., m2), p. 424, 

^ Geschkhte der amarikanischen Literatur, Bern, 1952, p. 516. 
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nel during a hunting trip in the Venetian marshes and in the 
course of his relationship with nineteen-year-oid Contessa Renata 
in Venice — all this compressed into the last two days of his life. 
The presentation is confined to a series of scenes, consciously 
arranged in dialectic order. 

Not only is the dramatic content sparse but we are also disap- 
pointed in the expectation that characterization and character de- 
velopment compensate for this failing. Colonel Richard Cantwell 
is merely a type. He barely has a face of his own; his name strikes 
one as casual also. He stands as a symbol of all who had to suffer 
two world wars. Or rather of all those whose entire life — to the 
exclusion of anything else — ^was filled with two world wars. Con- 
tessa Renata as well remains merely a prototype of the beloved, 
without expectations and demands, without the vitality of personal 
life, without the unmistakable tension of a personality and environ- 
ment of her own. But she has that unlimited ability for giving 
which is so characteristic of Hemingway's fictional women. 

In regard to the narrative style one must speak of a conscious 
and willfully selected barrenness. Nowhere is there any indication 
of explicit characterization. There are simply no other figures who 
might serve to clarify for the reader the nature of the main charac- 
ters. Hemingway also spurns the frequently used device of arous- 
ing our interest and helping us to form an opinion of our own by 
having other characters offer contradictory or purposely faulty 
judgments of the heroes. Galsworthy, in drawing Irene Forsyte, 
created a three-dimensional character in this manner. Hemingway, 
however, limits himself to the absolutely essential. Only occasion- 
ally is there any indirect characterization of the heroes through 
words and action. Nothing unusual or new happens in the last two 
days of life granted the Colonel. He has no opportunity to distin- 
guish himself in any way or to reveal any shortcomings. What he 
says remains totally beside the point. Mostly, he speaks in stereo- 
typed phrases. He is little more than a phonograph record, sputter- 
ing forth out of that poor supply of words which five decades of 
living have left him. 

Here it becomes necessary to interrupt our analysis and remem- 
ber that Hemingway never claimed to be creating “characters.” In 
his Death in the Afternoon Hemingway stressed: “A writer should 
create living people; people not characters.” ^ This axiom is based 
on the conviction that “character” in the usual literary sense is an 
abstraction and a retreat from the immediacy and fullness of life. 

Death in the Afternoon (New York, 1932), p. 191. 
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Life grants us human beings a confusing variety of characteristics 
which must be artificially ordered and arranged to create them 
into a “character,” John Dos Passes thought in a similar vein 
when he prefaced each chapter of his Number One (1944) with a 
free-verse section which ends in this refrain: “The people are the 
republic, the people are you.” Obviously both writers, in substitut- 
ing the word “people” for “character,” wish to indicate at once 
that in their work the individual fate is to be understood as typical 
of the collective fate. 

In Across the River Hemingway remained true to this concept of 
style. The Colonel and his young mistress move before us as “peo- 
ple,” not “characters.” But there are many other indications that 
the author has no intention of giving up his proven technique. This 
novel can almost serve as an example of Hemingway's distinctive 
literary approach.”^ Conversation dominates the narrative; the nar- 
rator, who refuses to become involved in explanations and inter- 
pretation, remains strictly in the background; there is no broadly 
drawn portrayal of the social, political, and moral conditions with 
which Ws heroes have to deal. And these heroes themselves, true 
to Hemingway’s usual concept of human life, are given over to 
total passivity and senseless drift. There are yet more parallels to 
earlier works. Richard Cantwell, too, experiences the challenge of 
*Tacing death” which Hemingway regards as the most difficult of 
all human situations. One can hardly go wrong in assuming that 
in Hemingway’s own experience “facing death” has a central place 
and can therefore be considered the basic theme of his creative 
effort. He expressed it in a most penetrating way in his Death in 
the Afternoon in the study of the bullfighters who constantly live 
in the presence of “violent death.” 

Thus, at first glance, Across the River seems to be actually no 
more than a repetition of stylistic forms and means of expression 
long familiar to us in Hemingway — ^forms which he seemed to 
have at least temporarily transcended in For Whom the Bell Toils. 
Is it then nothing more than a retreat to old techniques and a 
confirmation of his earlier complete skepticism and sarcasm? 

Actually, the challenge of “facing death” which is posed for 
Colonel Richard CantweU differs from that of most Hemingway 
^characters. It is a deep, inner challenge. The form of the threat is 
utterly altered. The death CantweU faces is not forced upon him 
violently from the outside. Such was the case with the bullfighters 

’’Cf, the list of characteristics of Hemingway’s style in the essay by H. 
Papajewski, op. ciu 
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and big-game hunters of Hemingway’s earlier works, who through 
“living every day with death” found their own standards and atti- 
tudes toward world and people. An external danger of this kind 
would certainly hold few terrors for Cantwell, a soldier of thirty 
years’ experience. Precisely because of that experience he is less 
prepared and armed against a softly approaching death. With cour- 
age, skiU, and a little luck a man may escape a death which threat- 
ens him with external violence. But for Cantwell that possibility of 
escape no longer exists. When the body refuses, even a steady 
spirit and unbroken courage are of no avail. For Cantwell, life 
simply comes to an end because his spent organism refuses him 
further service. His body has become a rebel not subject to any 
discipline prescribed by the Army manual. Cantwell’s last physical 
examination has left no doubt that another heart attack, after three 
preceding ones, will mean the end of his life. Cantwell is “going to 
die” (p. 137).® He is helpless against the need expressed by his 
beloved in her question: “Will you do your best not to die?” (p. 
79). Cantwell can ajSSrm this will to live, but he knows that he 
cannot affect the outcome in the least: “I know where I’m going” 
(p. 252). 

Clearly, Colonel Richard Cantwell stands under the signs of 
waning life. He can no longer deny that he is “getting slow” (p. 
36). He takes notice of this fact in the manner of the bullfighters 
and big-game hunters, for whom “getting slow” means a height- 
ened danger. For Cantwell, of course, such considerations are 
meaningless. He will never again have a chance to initiate his own 
destruction through “slowness” on some battlefield or other. Death 
has moved so incredibly close to him that aU his capabilities and 
appropriate attitudes are now beside the point. This kind of death, 
if it gives any warning at all, confines itself to a gentle but unmis- 
takable shiftiBg of perspective: “the distances are all changed” 
(p. 14). But tibat does not at. ail mean that everything that has 
meaning in Cantwell’s life has been removed at one blow. As yet he 
has not lost his “old wild-boar truculence” (p. 62). He still lives 
by the old magic of the soldier’s life and holds on to his question- 
able values, which, despite their frailty, are passionately felt and 
aJOarmative. Thus he must ask himself: “. . . why can I not sus- 
pend this trade of arms and be a kind and good man as I would 
have wished to be, ... I should be a better man with less wild- 
boar blood in the small time which remains” (p. 57) . 

*A11 quotations from Across the River here and elsewhere [in this essay] 
are from the edition of Jonathan Cape, London, 1950. 
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Here again one may speak of a paralysis of the will, a tendency 
to push things aside, w'hich has always been present in Heming- 
way’s characters. They all avoid thinking about their attitudes and 
pondering their actions seriously. Despite all self-criticism, Cant- 
well, in these final days of his life, makes no move whatever to be- 
come aware of the hopeless void within him, nor does he seek a 
cure. He is satisfied to keep the small space of time he has left as 
free as possible from worry and harm. This explains his frequent 
admonitions to himself: ‘‘donT let him spoil it (p. 9)” or “keep 
your temper” or “I must not let him ruin it” (p. 10). He resolutely 
pushes aside anything which might throw’ even a slight shadow on 
his last meeting with the Contessa or on the hunting trip to the 
Venetian marshes. The ability to make the best of every situation, 
a skill he learned as a soldier, now triumphs for the last time. But 
this, too, is only a form of hedonism and does not represent an 
ethical or religious change in the face of death; it is neither a 
stoicism based on ethical convictions nor the peace of mind of a 
believer. Cantwell gives even less thought to questioning or improv- 
ing his relations with his fellow men. in this respect he thinks he 
has done a great deal when he comes to the decision to “try to be 
kind” (p. 123). Neither can he be bothered with regretting his 
life with all its hardships, failings, and errors. He knows nothing 
of “remorse” or “bad dreams” (p. 105). Of course, with the low- 
ering of vitality he, too, has to experience the first stirrings of in- 
security, which deeply trouble his usually clear mind. There seems 
to be no escape for him — “in his wrath and his agony and his need 
for confidence” (p. 168) — out of this state of confusion. The ob- 
scenities and cynical jokes with which he tries to relieve himself 
occasionally become more forced and stiff without bringing him 
relief or consolation. There is, for him, no refuge in prayer. Thus, 
with his last strength, he clings to a love relationship of such in- 
tensity and artificially stimulated complexity that it demands all 
his inner resources and helps him to ignore reality. But the fact 
that Cantwell must surrender to a “violent death” remains as ter- 
rible as ever despite his efforts to ignore it. 

Up to this point the conclusions drawn from Hemingway’s total 
production seem confirmed: this author one-sidedly emphasizes 
the enjoyment of life and puts his heroes under the spell of a de- 
tearminism which simply makes it impossible for them to change 
themselves or their lives. Unquestioning acceptance of a preor- 
dained fate seems to te the only answer he considers proper to the 
great mystery of existence. 
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However, we have not finished our analysis of Across the River, 
Beside Richard Cantwell there stands his beloved, Contessa Re- 
nata. In her relationship with this man marked by death Renata 
uses ail her young strength toward one purpose — to change his 
seemingly inevitable “violent death” into a “happy death.” As she 
expresses it: “Don’t you know I want you to die with the grace of 
a happy death?” (p. 200). Here is something totally new in Hem- 
ingway’s world. One is reminded of Robert Jordan in For Whom 
the Bell Tolls, who, in the face of death, comes to terms with his 
life in these words: “You have had much luck. There are many 
worse things than this.” ^ However, the “good life” Jordan thinks 
of in dying is no more than the grateful acceptance that it could 
have been worse and that his portion of pleasure was worth the 
price. In Across the River the change from a “violent death” to a 
“happy death” functions on another level. More of this later. 

Renata comes from one of the best and wealthiest families of 
the Venetian nobility. She is equipped for the task she has set 
herself with that naive, unquestioning security which comes from 
an old and noble tradition. Despite her decision to live a life of her 
own, she remains within the traditional pattern of her Catholic 
faith. It is true that going to mass and caring for the poor have 
become only an empty gesture for her. But deep down, almost 
against her consciousness and will, she lives in a world of reli- 
gious concepts. This holds to such an extent that, in her dream, the 
injured hand of her lover becomes the hand of the Saviour. But- 
tressed by the security of her own life, she fights the self-destruc- 
tive scorn of all human values which Cantwell, in his bitterness, 
tends to express. “Don’t be rough,” she often urges, trying to save 
him from his rotten cynicism. She knows what he needs at the end 
of his life: “castigation” and “purgation.” Not in the form of the 
sacrament, however. For Cantwell it cannot even be a sort of moral 
settling of accounts. Renata senses with unfailing instinct that for 
him “castigation” is only possible on his own terms. In these terms, 
and only in these terms, Cantwell has already experienced some- 
thing of the mystery of “castigation” for himself: “He only loved 
people, he thought, who had fought or been mutilated. . . . You 
only felt true tenderness and love for those who had been there and 
had received the castigation that everyone receives who goes there 
long enough” (p. 62). Renata tries to lead the lonely and embit- 
tered man, who remains untouched by all ethical and religious 
values, back to this level. It is only here, if at all, that the trans- 
* For Whom the Bell Tolls, p. 466. 
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muting power of confession and recognition can be proved to Cant- 
well. Therefore she urges him frequently: “Tell me about the last 
war” (p. 113 ) or “Please tell me about combat without being too 
brutal” (p. 203). Reluctantly, Cantwell starts to reveal something 
of his “sad science” (p. 114), which he considers "‘disheartening 
as hell” (p. 116). But Renata uses the most varied reasons and 
excuses to keep him at it: “Will you tell me . . . some more of 
war for my education?” (p. 181). Canmell obeys. Granting her 
wish, he unexpectedly finds something happening within himself 
that he never before believed possible: “he was not lecturing; he 
was confessing” (p. 186) . With the reseiw’e of a man who has never 
in his life felt the need of such “purgation” Cantwell still resists: 
“I don’t need to purge” (p. 188). But Renata has a new and 
irresistible argument: what he tells her ceases to be his personal 
property and belongs to her also, tying them more closely together 
— “Then we can share it” (p. 192). Gradually Cantwell expe- 
riences the solace that comes from his confession. Thus his sweet- 
heart can finally ask him: “Don’t you see you need to tell me 
things to purge your bitterness?” (p. 200). 

It certainly emphasizes the skill of Hemingway as a narrator 
that the actual description of the horrors of war in Across the 
River has been moved into the realm of quiet conversation. In or- 
der to assure that the confession of a man about to die retain the 
dignity of a soliloquy overheard by no one, Hemingway makes 
use of a perfectly simple device — ^Renata has fallen asleep at the 
side of her lover. Thus he can state: “The Colonel told her all 
about it; but he did not utter it” (p. 205). And elsewhere: “Then 
he looked at the girl, to see that she was sleeping well enough so 
even his thoughts would not hurt her (p. 211).” These thoughts 
cannot hurt her, but they must be thought through if Cantwell is 
to get rid of them and die at peace with himself. 

Let us then summarize what the act of “castigation” and “purga- 
tion” means in this novel. We already know that it cannot be a 
question of settling moral accounts or gaining absolution in the 
religious sense. The process is simple enough; the thought of “retri- 
bution” and “punishment” is not introduced at all. Cantwell teUs 
of Ms war experiences. But what was real and factual in Ms account 
loses its oppressive reality as soon as it becomes conscious. The 
dark, threatening terror of what has never before been spoken or 
even thought through gradually disappears. We would venture to 
say that Hemingway has here transformed an experience into art 
which, in the more abstract language of philosophy, is termed a 
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‘'basic paradox of our existence,” namely “to be able to transcend 
the world only within the world.” Renata commends the Colonel 
to his world. Only by fully experiencing this world can he hope to 
transcend it. In the earlier works of Hemingway we always meet 
people who cannot muster the activity and concentration necessary 
in order to enter a state of contemplation. Here the American 
Colonel is forced by his beloved to overcome his lazy thinking, 
“. . . I will think about it and get rid of it . . (p. 213). In this 

way only can he receive what he needs most — the inner freedom 
which will turn a “violent death” into a “happy death.” 

Moreover, through the power of “castigation” the problem of 
“facing death” has turned into the problem of “facing life” for 
Richard Cantwell. This is not to be understood in the sense that 
the Colonel suddenly, in the face of death, is granted a philosoph- 
ical or metaphysical view which has been denied him up to then. 
Even now Hemingway’s creatures remain without faith in im- 
mortality (p. 110), without mystery (p. 131), and especially 
without belief in salvation. Still, something essential has been gained 
when Cantwell in the course of his confession is able to shed the 
bitterness he has accumulated in a lifetime. Facing the final conse- 
quences, he learns at least to find the proper proportion for his 
life witiiin the universal experience. In the silent conversation 
with his sleeping mistress he frees himself from the constant pre- 
occupation with his ego — self-centeredness. Cantwell speaks of 
the enormous events of the war. What he puts into words is no 
longer tied to his own joys and pains, his successes and failures, his 
gratifications and disappointments. Now he speaks of the suffering 
of the world. 

For Whom the Bell Tolls raises the thought of collective absolu- 
tion,^^ whereas Across the River depicts the absolution of an in- 
dividual. Of course Cantwell on his own is not capable of accom- 
plishing this; he needs to be tied to the “you,” to the beloved. But 
this is not a matter of a purely erotic relationship. Cantwell does 
not drunkenly lose himseff in the “you” so as to be freed at least 
temporarily from the agony of his own consciousness. No, this 
relationship is capable of breaking through the terror of the “ego” 

^®Karl Jaspers, Vom Ursprung und Ziel der Geschichte, Zurich, 1949. 

^ Cf. the words of Anselmo: “I think that after the war there will have 
to be some great penance done for the killing. If we no longer have rehgion 
after the war I think there must be some form of civic penance organized 
that all may be cleansed firom the killing or else we will never have a true 
and human basis for living” (p. 196). 
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and elevating his consciousness to a level where it touches upon and 
is soothed by the eternal mystery of existence. With this ‘"castiga- 
tion” Cantwell finally opens his eyes to the world of unreserved 
love, of shame and honor, a world which is always basically 
threatened by the millstones of the ambivalent “ego.” 

It is remarkable that with ail this Hemingway does not anywhere 
falsify the life and character of Colonel Richard Cantwell- He re- 
mains bound to the end to his inner law. It is true that the back- 
ground of Italian culture and landscape adds a richness of color 
and images which does not necessarily fit in with Cantwell. At times 
there are references to the great painters of the Renaissance, the 
masters of European music, the language and visionary power of 
Dante. As Cantwell projects from his own experience the enormous 
agony of the world there is a Dantesque touch to it all: “You 
sound like Dante” — “I am Mister Dante. For the moment” (p. 
204). Then there are verses by Whitman woven into the scene: 
“When lilacs last in the dooiy^ard bloomed.” T. S. Eliot is also 
represented with fragments of The Waste Land. All this reveals a 
human potential in Cantwell which his life has not permitted him 
to realize. Again the basic determinism in Hemingway’s world view 
is revealed — the hero remains bound to the special premises of 
his vision, philosophy, and judgment. So that it was not a quotation 
from Dante, Whitman, or Eliot which furnished the title of this 
work, but one from General Thomas J. Jackson, popularly known 
as Stonewall Jackson, who at his death reputedly said: “Let us 
cross over the river and rest under the shade of the trees” (p. 
253). 

The literary value of Hemingway’s Across the River lies in the 
subordinate themes, which, flowing from various directions, help 
highlight and emphasize the significance of certain phenomena, in 
this case especially that of “purgation.” In the way he treats this 
subject Hemingway differentiates himself markedly from all other 
Anglo-American authors of the present day. 

This type of “purgation” is not to be confused with the confes- 
sion of the soul of neo-CathoIic authors such as Graham Greene 
and Evelyn Waugh. To these writers even the worst sinner is 
equipped with the knowledge that he is still within reach of the eye 
and hand of God.^^ As these authors see it, salvation in any form 
is bfi^ed on two premises which they consider basic to human ex- 
istence and not in need of special emphasis: for one, the Christian 

^ Cf. EL Oppel, ‘'Engflscbe Errahlkunst: Zvdscbm Obaos und ErldsaGg"' 
{Die lehenden Fremdspr., 1951, p. lOOff.). 
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concept of guilt; for another, ‘‘the appalling strangeness of the 
mercy of God” {Brighton Rock). In contrast, Hemingway stakes 
everything on being able to get along without a final significant and 
significance-giving principle to explain the metaphysical. 

Therefore Hemingway cannot (like Aldous Huxley in his books 
since Eyeless in Gaza and W. Somerset Maugham m The Razor's 
Edge) introduce Far-Eastern mysticism to prompt the soul-search- 
ing which will bring man to the longed-for rest and salvation — 
“calmness, forbearance, compassion, selflessness, continence.” For 
Hemingway the world remains “a good place to buy in.” At least 
until such time as man can arrange not to pay too dearly for his 
pleasures. Behind such a viewpoint there is considerable optimism, 
arising from great energy and invincible vitality. Richard Cantwell 
in Across the River does not in the least regret the lifetime he has 
spent at the “sad science” of soldiering. He is satisfied with the 
statement: “You are not supposed to have a heart in this trade” 

(p. 116 ). 

In this respect it might appear that the war story Across the 
River moves on the same level as the American war stories by 
Norman Mailer (The Naked and the Dead) and James Jones 
(From Here to Eternity). But it must be sharply stressed that the 
differences are great indeed. Mailer and Jones merely lower us to 
an egotistical, chaotic world driven by desire. These authors accept 
anything that will show the total lack of dignity of this miserable 
creature “man”; theirs is a sneering destruction of all human values 
in a wicked and dark world. In Hemingway, on the other hand, 
even as the Calvary of mankind across the battlefields of two wars 
is pictured as “disheartening as heU,” there is still enough joy of 
life to prevent it all from ending in doom and gloom. Perhaps there 
is not so much vitality as there is a vast pleasure with the well-nigh 
inexhaustible potential of our existence. 

Having delineated, however sketchily, Hemingway’s position 
compared with that of other contemporary authors, we can now 
try to outline in a few words his place in the total picture of con- 
temporary American fiction. If one compares the social and polit- 
ical development of America in recent years with the cultural main- 
stream, one notices a resurgence of “hereditary concepts” as an 
“expression of an inherent conservatism.” In literature this develop- 
ment is revealed by “glances in the direction of social together- 
ness,” by a “turn toward the democratic beginnings of the nation 

^The Sun Also Rises (Albatross), p. 130. 
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and to a collective humanism.” Examples of this trend may be 
found more readily in the books of Thornton Wilder, Thomas 
Wolfe, or even Dos Passes than in Hemingway. HeminTvvav never 
attempted a comprehensive portrayal of society. The idea of "col- 
lective humanism” reverberates only occasiondly and distantly in 
his work (as sometimes in For Whom the Bell Tolls). In Across 
the River Hemingw’ay remains on the whole the radical skeptic 
and nihilist of his early days. But we have to understand Heming- 
way’s nihilism properly. It is typically American, interpreted for 
us only recently by Herman Pongs as a nihilism '■‘w^hich toys with 
all possibilities, including the nihilistic ones, and incorporates their 
ambivalences.” That explains how Hemingway, while limiting 
himself strictly to the concrete and knowable, can nevertheless 
touch upon the mystery of “purgation.” 

Life-analysis (Existenzanalyse) is here carried on with such 
power and intensity in the face of death that finally there rises out 
of the negative aspects of an impoverished and cynically self-depre- 
ciating existence a positive side, namely, the contradictory tension 
between vitality and the loneliness of dying from which the in- 
dividual first retreats into silence only to find salvation in a new 
consciousness. Certainly this consciousness, for Hemingway, is not 
of the kind that inspires, orders, and illuminates chaos. Rather is 
it a consciousness which enables man to enrich his individuality, 
hitherto limited to experiencing and sufiering without hope, through 
the act of purgation — ^by letting it experience a sharing with the 
“you” (“then we can share it”) and an empathy with sufiering 
mankind. This novel, conceived out of nihilistic diminution, devel- 
ops genuine depth as it goes along and attains the dignity of a 
parable. 

Obviously, therefore, we are certainly not ready to agree with the 
general verdict of the critics who regard Hemingway’s Across the 
River as a retreat to his early cynicism and materialism. Looked 
at more closely, this novel refutes all the objections raised against 
it. Certainly it is possible to speak of “poverty of ideas” and “bar- 
renness of language.” But it is necessary to recognize that here we 
are dealing with a consciously developed style which effectively 
serves the total purpose. Here, a commonplace background of 

W. Fischer, “t)ber einige Zusammenhange zwischeu Kultur und Litera- 
tur in den Vereinigten Staaten der Gegenwart” {Archiv. f.d. neueren Spr., 
Vol. 189, 1952, p. 3 fi., esp. p. 21 ff.). 

“H. Pongs, “Im Umbruch der ZeiP* (Das Romanschaffen der Gegenwart), 
Gottingen, 1952, p. 169. 
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egotism in thought and deed highlights the travail of a lonely, 
embittered man without religious faith, who keeps going solely 
because he has retained a simple core, a sense of justice, decency, 
and honor. 

Whether Hemingway’s work actually exemplifies the outer limit 
of the development of the American novel of “life-analysis,” is 
another question. There is no doubt that over the past twenty-five 
years the concentration on individual phenomena has been devel- 
oped to a point of mastery of this genre; but in the long run it had 
to be paid for by a stultification of literary technique.^^ Such isola- 
tion of the individual and the particular may well produce signifi- 
cant works, but it neglects many possibilities traditionally open to 
the epic form. It is surely one of the functions of great epic works 
to reveal man in the fullness of life (as shown in modem times by 
the English novels of the eighteenth century and the fiction of 
France, England, Russia, and Germany in the nineteenth century). 
Great epics, for one, make the human quality worldly by fusing 
the personal dislocation with the connective tissue of landscape, 
nature, society, history, and the like. For another, great epics make 
the worldly human by arranging the unordered sphere of appear- 
ances, causes, and effects around the focus of human existence 
in their explanation of the world. Only the dualism of this relation- 
ship eliminates the accidental and aUows things to fall into their 
proper places. Surely, this is what makes certain epics “world litera- 
ture.” Can American fiction already lay claim to such distinction? 
Or is it at a crucial point because it has sought to compensate for 
a loss of creative totality with a study in depth of the creature 
“man”? 

Horst Oppel 

Translated from the German by Joseph M. Bernstein 
Cf. Papajewski, op. cit., p. 209. 
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How Do You Like It Now, Gentlemen? 

I 

With his latest novel/ Ernest Hemingway has caused a 
good deal of embarrassment to the many eminent critics and the 
large body of readers who have whole-heartedly admired him and 
defended him against all who challenged his perfection as an artist. 
Indeed, he has rather put his admirers on the spot. He is making 
it necessary for them to pass his earlier work in review in the light 
of his latest performance and satisfy themselves whether the faintly 
disagreeable odor that emanates from Across the River and into 
the Trees is an evidence of decay already present in the work they 
have admired so much, or simply an accidental feature of a story 
turned out in a moment of weakness. 

The champion of Hemingway suffers under a double handicap 
if he has examined the self-portrait of the author exhibited by Lil- 
lian Ross in a May number of The New Yorker, It is painful to find 
that a serious artist, in the fullness of maturity and fame, can be 
such a boyish — and bearish — show-off, that a distinguished ma- 
nipulator of words should depend so much on mere profanity for 
emphasis and characterization, that an experienced man of the 
world should be willing to expose to the world so many intimate 
personal secrets, or that a man who has seen so much and thought 
so much about life should be so shamelessly self-confident and self- 
absorbed. But then one reflects that the famous man may be gen- 
uinely embarrassed by what he considers the necessity for making 
a public appearance, that sensitiveness to criticism may have made 
him self-conscious, and that the crudity of his conversational style 
may be a defense against those who mistake veneer for culture, or 
culture for “life.” Besides, it is a democratic tradition for the public 
man, when in the public eye, to be a bit easygoing in his manner 
of speech. And since we are all infinitely curious about the ways 

the River and into the Trees, New York: Obaiks Scxibncr’s Sous, 

im 
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and thoughts of genius, what is expected of the noted writer is 
that he should talk about himself. 

If there is one thing that interests Mr. Hemingway more than 
writing it is manly sports, and nearly everything he has to say to 
Miss Ross is in terms of boxing, baseball, flying, or hunting. He is 
interested in the techniques of all these games; he is very much 
interested in excellent performance; and he is equally interested in 
the competitive aspects of a sport. In writing, he does not pretend 
to compete with Tolstoi, who is hors concours. But he does consider 
that he has beat Turgenev and Maupassant at their game; he has 
fought two draws with ‘Mr. Stendhal,” and he thinks he has an 
edge in the last one. In the United States he is much concerned 
with “defending the title” against all comers; though he has stated 
elsewhere that he does not consider himself in a class with Faulk- 
ner. 

There is plenty of evidence that Hemingway is a scrupulous art- 
ist, bent on turning out the best writing he is capable of. In the 
days before he had proved a good seller — ^living in a Paris attic, 
and serving an apprenticeship to Ezra Pound and Gertrude Stem 
— he turned down magazine offers that would have supported him 
handsomely for years. He is certainly devoted to this game for its 
own sake, and he does himself an injustice spreading his tail 
feathers even in this half-joking way. Defending the title is a proper 
and manly thing to do; but it is perhaps just here that the reader 
has a clue to what often makes him uneasy in Hemingway. In his 
talk, and sometimes m his writing, one is a trifle bored by the 
heavy emphasis laid on virility. We know, of course, that virtue is 
derived from the same word — signifying adult manhood. We know 
that virility is a very important factor in human life, and the root 
of many admirable qualities. The Romans and Greeks knew this, 
and so did the people of the Renaissance. American writers have 
long since made up for the neglect of this truth on the part of the 
Victorians. And Mr. Hemingway has borne his part in dissemiaat- 
ing this important knowledge. It is almost time we returned to the 
attitudes of Chaucer and Shakespeare and Donne, who took this 
thiug for granted and did not think it necessary to be forever shout- 
ing it from the housetops. 

And this brings us to the subject of Hemingway's latest novel. 

n 

Across the River and into the Trees is the pathetic “Liebestod” 
of a certain Colonel Cantwell, who died of heart failure in an auto- 
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mobile while returning from a duck hunt in the marshes near Ven- 
ice* Hemingway says “the book is about the command level in the 
Second World War,” And that is true too; for the tactical errors 
and all-round stupidity of the generals in that war make the chief 
subject of conversation between Colonel Cantwell and his girl- 
friend while they do their eating and drinking at the Gritti Palace 
Hotel, and it is diis conversation that occupies most of the pages of 
the book. The Colonel had had the rank of general, and had been 
demoted as a result of the stupid orders from above which resulted 
in the decimation of his regiment. 

Colonel Cantwell is a genuine fighting man, whose most admir- 
able trait is the purity of his devotion to the honorable and dirty 
“trade” of war. But he is a down-to-earth realist, as keen in the 
exposure of every sort of buncombe as Captain Bluntschli in Arms 
and the Man, And the loss of rank has not made him any more 
indulgent toward those who direct war or talk about it without any 
firsthand knowledge of fighting. He speaks the rough language of 
the soldier, which alternately shocks and fascinates his girl-friend. 
She is drawn to him by his honest character, his manliness, his in- 
teresting and uneven temper, by the intensity of his love for her, 
and perhaps even by the fact that he is more than twice her age and 
that his heart condition presages a short term of life. She is nine- 
teen, very beautiful, and a contessa* He gives a dubious air of 
innocence to their relation by calling her “daughter.” Circum- 
stances seem to make marriage out of the question, and the Colonel 
prays God he may do her no harm. But the girl’s love is too strong 
and prevails over his good intentions. 

A dozen details, big and little, make it clear to one acquainted 
with Hemingway’s career that a large part of this story is auto- 
biographical. The duck-shooting is a transcript of many passages 
in his sporting life, as when, in these same Venetian marshes, he 
“shot two high doubles, rights and lefts in a row,” and the Italian 
gardener “cried with emotion.” There is even the ambitious journal- 
ist wife of the Colonel, and his taking of Paris in ’44. (See Malcolm 
Cowley’s “Portrait of Mr. Papa” in Life for January 10, 1949./ 
Many of the sayings of the Colonel are borrowed from other works 
of Hemingway (“Better to die on our feet than to live on our 
knees,” from For Whom the Bell Tolls; “If you ever fight, then you 
must win it. That’s all that counts,” from Hemingway’s introduction 
to Men at War ) . A strong head for Martinis and champagne is a 
phenomenon of wide occurrence. More intimate touches are the 
ColonePs age, his serious illness, his lameness, the early rising of 
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the old campaigner, and the pillbox with the champagne. We are at 
liberty to assume that the Contessa and the adventure in the gondola 
are fictive; but they would fit in well with our imaginary life of 
Hemingway, either as actuality or as wish fulfillment. In one point 
there is a startling difference between the sentiments of Hemingway 
and Colonel Cantwell. In 1942 Hemingway was ready to sterilize 
all members of Nazi party organizations in order to secure the 
future peace of the world. In 1950 Colonel CantweU is very fond 
of both Russians and Germans: “Do we have to hate the Kjrauts 
because we kill them?” But that might be simply the difference be- 
tween 1942 and 1950. 

It has often been noted that the hero of Hemingway’s novels is 
always much the same person — ^that Jake Barnes and Frederic 
Henry and Robert Jordan are grown-up versions of the boy Nick 
Adams of In Our Time, who is so obviously a rendering of the boy 
Ernest Hemingway. WeU, Colonel Cantwell is the oldest of all 
these avatars of Nick Adams; but one is not sure that he is actually 
the most adult in his attitude toward himself. And the sense of 
psychological regression here is one thing that makes us hesitate 
to rate this book among the best of his work. 

Apart from incidental talk about fighting and brass hats, the 
action of the story consists of three things: the love-making of Re- 
nata and the Colonel, the duck-hunt on the following day, and the 
death of the Colonel on his way back to Venice. It is a slight 
ground of substance for so long a piece. This is not the serious book 
about the war on which Hemingway has been at work for many 
years. It is somethiug thrown off in passing. Hemingway began the 
present work as a short story. “Then I couldn’t stop it,” he says. 
“It went on into a novel.” The question is whether he would not 
have been wiser to stop it. The situation of the man of fifty, with 
a bad heart, falling, in love with a beautiful young girl, and realiz- 
ing that here, too late, is the true love of which he has always 
dreamed, is entirely plausible and deeply moving. The question 
is whether, as it stands, this subject is big enough, strong enough, 
for the weight he puts upon it. 

For one thing, it has proved a considerable strain on his stylistic 
resources, which have generally been adequate to all his needs. He 
has seldom allowed himself so many soft, blank-check adjectives 
for characterizing towns or persons or feelings. The distant view of 
Venice was “wonderful” and “beautiful” to the Colonel as it was 
when he was eighteen. It was “like going to New York the first time 
... in the old days when it was shining, white and beautiful.” The 
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is conscious that this is a trifle clich6 (and not exactly “pre- 
cise’ ), and he tries again: *‘We are coming into my tomi, he 
thought. Christ, what a lovely town.'" He probably feels that the 
soldier’s blasphemy takes the curse off the esthete's la-di-da. And 
he tries it again with the fishing boats. Picturesque? *'To hell with 
the picturesque. They are just damned beautiful.'' And so, as Miss 
Ross would say, “that settled that.” 

When it comes to the sentiment of love, the old Hemingway is 
still harder to find. Renata “turned her head . . . and the Colonel 
felt his heart turn over inside him, as though some sleeping animal 
had turned over in its burrow,” etc. (Cf. May Sarton, Shadow of a 
Man, p. 221: “His heart turned over inside him.”) Hemingway 
seems to be vaguely aware that his figure of the heart turning over, 
though violent enough, may have lost its force through frequent 
use, and he tries to take off the curse of the cliche with the added 
vividness of the sleeping animal in its burrow. This really distracts 
the reader’s attention altogether from the heart and supplants the 
mood of the lover with that of the natural historian. But Heming- 
way is in love with this figure and the trick to save it. At another 
point: “and he looked at Renata and his heart rolled over as a 
porpoise does in the sea.” And then, for the instruction of those 
who cannot realize the mystical importance of what he is saying, 
he adds: “It was a beautiful movement and only a few people in 
the world can feel it and accomplish it.” It remains somewhat 
dubious whether the rare and beautiful movement in question is 
that of the loving heart or the porpoise in the sea. 

And then there is the oft-repeated assurance of the Colonel to 
Renata that she is his “last and true and only love,” which is not 
quite in the Hemingway manner. Well, you may say that in his 
tenderness the Colonel is whimsically adapting the words of some 
old ballad. (For the girl is incidentally perfecting her English.) 
You may say that there is a spice of conscious wit in this paradox 
of a last and only love. You may say, if you like, that these lovers 
are performing a ritual, and that repetition is of the essence of all 
rituals. Well, yes, but the rituals of love are for lovers, and require 
some cutting down in transcription. 

You may say that the belated dis<x>very of true love is a tra^c 
circumstance, not unknown in human experience, and one that may 
weJi draw our tears. Draw our tears, yes. But whether it is correct 
to use tte word tra^c in this ccmnectkm depends on one’s coiK^ep- 
tion of tragedy. According to Aristotle tragedy is associated with 
an important asction and one in which the cfaaiacte: of the partici- 
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pants is a main determinant in the catastrophe. Hemingway does 
not succeed in giving this abortive love the sort of importance that 
Aristotle calls for and Shakespeare exemplifies. And it is not the 
character of Renata or the Colonel that provokes the tragedy here, 
but the accidental circumstance that they have met thirty years too 
late. It is more exact to say that this story is pathetic, and that the 
pathos is rather too much drawn out for the happiest effect. 

There is one other thing that may well be disturbing to many 
readers whom it would be rash to dismiss as simply prudish. In the 
gondola ride, in his effort to persuade us of the ‘"truth” of this love, 
Hemingway feels called on to emphasize the continued virility of 
the aged and ailing soldier. This is a ticklish undertaking, in which 
he runs the risk of appealing to the ribald more than to the com- 
passionate reader. All the more so as the display of virility on the 
part of the Colonel is followed so closely by his death, after the 
related (and perhaps symbolic) display of the same quality in the 
duck-shooting. There is much danger here that the frivolous reader 
may put the love-making and the death together and, in view of 
the man’s condition, may be as much inclined to laugh at the old 
fool as to pity the true lover. 

This incident is suflSciently in tone with Hemingway’s earlier 
writing to give it a broader significance and invite us to consider 
it more closely. In the medieval romance of Le Pelerinage de 
Charlemagne there is a somewhat simffar incident conceived in all 
the liveliness of the esprit Gaulois. It is where the crusading knights 
take time off to make their boasts as to their virility as judged by 
purely physical tests or scores. There is here no tragedy, no pathos, 
nothing but the pure worship of the phallic principle. One realizes 
at once that this is not the stuff for a modern novel of “true love.” 
And that, because in the modem scale of sentimental values — ^not 
to speak of the present overpopulation of the world — ^we are not 
inclined to rate so high the mere faculty of proliferousness. And 
even where, in Rabelaisian circles, there is a lingering trace of the 
old reverence for this faculty, it is not elsewhere considered polite 
to make it the subject of public exploitation in works of literary art. 

And I do not think this is a mere question of good taste — though 
I would not disparage good taste as an important factor in literaiy 
criticism. Perhaps we might say that good taste is the surface mani- 
festation of something deeply grounded in our humanity. And in the 
present phase of our humanity we are inclined to put a higher valua- 
tion on qualities less purely physical than virility. For the biologist 
virility may take precedence over all other male virtues as guaran- 
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teeing the survival of the race. But for the cultural humanist viril- 
ity, while it may have its importance as the physical basis for higher 
(that is, moral) values, is not to be regarded as being in itself one 
of them. It is like the competitive spirit in the arts. The competitive 
spirit may conduce to excellent performance in any line of en- 
deavor. But it is not considered good form to insist too much on 
the mere defense of the title where excellence of performance is the 
ideal. 


m 

It should here be stated, at the outset, that a fresh survey of 
Hemingway’s fiction makes clear that both the competitive spirit 
and the theme of virility in the rudimentary sense arc in the main 
duly subordinated to more important values in living. The principal 
subject in Hemingway is manly sports, including war, with the vir- 
tues and skills connected with these. Next to this in prominence is 
the subject of “true love” as that term is understood in our current 
American culture. 

In connection with sport, war, and sex, it is true that Hemingway 
is acutely aware of the factual and seamy side of things and disin- 
clined to soft-pedal anything in the facts observed however disa- 
greeable they may be to a squeamish taste. In all that he has said 
about writing his emphasis is on scrupulous truth-telling; his style 
is an attempt to render the truth with greater exactness, to get rid 
of the cliches and rhetorical elaborations which tended to obscure 
and falsify the truth in the popular writing of his time. Many of 
his most brilliant short stories seem to be devoted mainly to the 
debunking of sentimental notions. The first seven “chapters” of In 
Our Time are camera-eye shots of the horrors of war, and “A Nat- 
ural History of the Dead” is an account of what happens to dead 
bodies as sardonically cold-blooded as Swift could have made it. 
With regard to bullfighting, while his main interest is in the courage 
and skill of the matador and the feeling of high tragic art evoked 
by his performance, he extenuates nothing of the messiness and 
painfulness of the spectacle. He is as faithful in recording the sensa- 
tions of the coward and the superannuated fighter as be is in cele- 
brating the “greatness” of his triumphant Romeros. 

As a professional storyteller he is always attracted by whatever 
will make a “good subject.” Many of his stories are incidental 
sketches of characters and incidents noted in his travels (“Mr. and 
Mrs. Elliot,” “A Canary f<nr One,” “Che li Dice La Patria?,” 
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“Homage to Switzerland,” “Wine of Wyoming”). These might 
often be labeled satirical except that the facts are set down so 
objectively and without comment that one misses the saeva indig- 
natlo of the moralist bent on exposing vice and folly. 

The impulse to debunk, or merely to call attention to neglected 
truths, leads him to the inclusion of a number of wry footnotes to 
the topic of love-and-sex. “A Canary for One” is the picture of a 
conventional woman bringing home a singing bird to her daughter 
in compensation for the love match she has prevented her making; 
this shallow woman has so little comprehension of the importance 
of love that she will not let her daughter marry a “foreigner” 
(“American men make the best husbands”). “Mr. and Mrs. El- 
liot” is a picture of the futile estheticism that takes the place of 
love with so many “nice” people. Like other writers, Hemingway 
has noted instances of love-that-didnVlast (“The End of Some- 
thing,” “A Very Short Story,” “Hills Like White Elephants”), of 
prostitutes capable of romantic love (“The Light of the World”), 
and of sexual “inversion” (“A Simple Inquiry,” “A Sea Change”) ; 
and these observations, set down briefly and objectively, fall into- 
their proper place in a well-informed view of human nature. Hem- 
ingway, it appears, had been made uneasy, in his father, the doctor, 
by something strained and unnatural in his attitude toward the- 
sexual function; and he feels in conscience bound to set down in 
their place (as in “Fathers and Sons”) certain neglected truths in 
regard to sexual experience in boyhood. 

Here it should be observed that no one has written with more 
delicacy of feeling about the emotional attitudes of adolescence to- 
ward the “facts of life” and about the uneasy passage from boyhood 
to manhood. Among the finest stories of our age are “Indian’ 
Camp,” “The End of Something,” “The Three-Day Blow,” “Ten 
Indians,” and “Big Two-Hearted River.” These stories are written 
with the cool objectivity of a man combined with a real depth of 
comprehension of what makes personality in a child, 

w 

Because Hemingway, like most good American writers of our 
time, has felt impelled to do a good deal of debunking of conven- 
tional views, and because his ideal of good writing requires him 
largely to abjure personal comment and the sort of eloquence that 
was thought to give an edifying lift to the tone of a story, he has 
too often been labeled a “negative” or disillusioned writer* Uncrit- 
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ical readers know better. They have taken the wine he pours, and 
know how it goes to the head. Among critics there has been some 
attempt, in connection with his announced project of supplying a 
fourth (and a fifth) dimension to prose writing, to explain that 
what he is aiming at is a sense of greater “depth” in our experience 
of life than might be suggested by a mere account in plain words of 
the outward facts. Thus George Snell, in The Shapers of American 
Fiction, rejects the notion that Hemingway is a “realist,” and asso- 
ciates him with Hawthorne and Melvifle, with their aim “to inspire 
a deeper consciousness of reality through an appeal to the nonobjec- 
tive factors of experience.” And Malcolm Cowley, in his introduc- 
tion to the Viking Portable Hemingway, asserts that his “prose at 
its best gives a sense of depth and of moving forward on different 
levels that is lacking in even the best of his imitators, as it is in 
almost all the other novelists of our time.” 

But, so far as my reading goes, it remained for a candidate for 
the master’s degree at the University of Illinois to suggest most 
nearly what it is that gives a lift to so much of Hemingway’s writing 
and invests our “human condition” with a sense of its dignity and 
“glory.” Robert Stevens is not satisfied with the accounts of the 
fourth dimension offered by Snell, Cowley, and Beach. And perhaps 
he does get nearer to the heart of the matter than any of these 
critics. He takes his start from Hemingway’s statement, in Death 
in the Afternoon, of what led him to make so close a study of the 
art of the matador. He chose that as a subject for his experiment 
in writing because there it was “I could see certain definite action 
that would give me the feeling of life and death that I was looking 
for.” With regard to the morality of the bullfight Hemingway wrote: 
“The bullfight is very moral to me because I feel very fine while it 
is going on and have a feeling of life and death and mortahty and 
immortality, and after it is over I feel very sad but very fine.” 

Mr. Stevens develops the thesis that what in Hemingway most 
often puts us in a state of mind to appreciate life is the imminent 
presence of death, and that it is in this connection that he proves 
himself a positive and not a negative writer. And he adds: “It is, 
in my opinion, the feeling that arises from the fact of our temporary 
existence that Hemingway calls the fourth dimension, . . . T^e re- 
sult of (this) experience is, if not a feeling of absolute immortality, 
then at least a feeling that mortality is not a curse.” He then pro- 
ceeds to give illustrations of this feeling in episodes from the bull 
ring and in scenes of fighting in For Whom the Bell Tolls, including 
the hilltop fight of El Sordo and his men. 
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The great thing that may be missed in the first reading of this selec- 
tion is that these five men die in glory, that despite the circumstances 
of their death they achieve a permanent dignity, that in the fact of 
their certainly approaching death it was possible for El Sordo at least 
to be “happy as only a hunter can be.” 

Whether this is what Hemingway meant by the fourth dimension 
there is no way of determining except by asking him. Mr. Stevens^ 
guess is as good as another’s. He might have drawn even better 
illustrations from the experience of Robert Jordan, the young re- 
publican who actually blew the bridge. But here the “fourth-dimen- 
sion” effect would be complicated by moral factors which make 
the primary sensation of glory harder to isolate because they would 
give it an extension into the ethical “dimension.” Even with the 
bullfighter, the brave and skilled matador, there is an esthetic factor 
in his feeling of glory — the sense of perfection in the performance 
of his ritual. But with Robert Jordan, as well as certain minor 
characters in his story, the satisfaction taken in their meeting with 
death involves a large measure of consciousness that what they are 
risking their lives for is a social obligation and that in the act of 
dying they are participating in a mor^ order. These are men who 
can say of themselves in the light of the ideal they are fighting for, 
that they themselves are nothing and death is nothing. For this ideal 

gave you a part in something that you could believe in wholly and 
completely and in which you felt an absolute brotherhood with the 
others who were engaged in it. It was something that you had never 
known before but that you had experienced now and you gave such 
importance to it and the reasons for it that your own death seemed 
of complete unimportance. 

These sentences may not be a good example of Hemingway’s writ- 
ing at its best. And it is certainly not the bald statement of these 
sentiments that gives to the narrative and dramatic portions of this 
book their peculiar vibrancy and beauty. But it is in large part the 
active presence of these sentiments in the hearts of Robert Jordan 
and Pilar and Fernando and El Sordo and others in the cast as they 
work out together the moral as well as the strategic problems in- 
volved in their common undertaking. 

There are many reasons for the special sense of splendor and 
weight of significance given us by this book in comparison with any 
other novel of Hemingway’s or even with such fine stories as “The 
Edllers,” “The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber,” or “The 
Snows of Kilimanjaro.” We know how well acquainted Hemingway 
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was with the Spanish country, how fond he was of its people, their 
folkways and speech, and how he w’as fascinated even by the para- 
doxes and contradictions of the national character. We know that, 
in his capacity as correspondent, he had close contact with the re- 
publican leaders and an inside view of the raiiitar}' campaigns and 
the complexities of the political situation. Presumably, like Robert 
Jordan, he “had no politics” of his owm, but was willing to leave 
the conduct of the war in the hands of the Communists because 
“here in Spain the Communists offered the best discipline and the 
soundest and sanest for the prosecution of the war.” But he was no 
Communist himself, and he had a very^ shrew’d understanding of the 
seamy side of revolutionary politics, w^hether Communist or Fascist 
or Republican, 

His account of these matters is more realistic than that of Mal- 
raux in Man's Hope, with the latter’s all-out political commitments. 
Hemingway’s is indeed the best account we have of the Spanish 
War. But with all his realism, all the allowance he makes for bar- 
barity and corruption in public life and in the hearts of men, w’^hat 
gives its peculiar strength and beauty to this story is his recognition 
of the generous ideal motives that governed the action of so many 
men. The political issues of this war were infinitely more important 
for him than were those of the First World War. We know^ that for 
Hemingway that World War “made no sense”; he could hardly ad- 
mire the Italians for their belated decision to have their slice of the 
pie with the winners. And A Farewell to Arms, in so far as it dealt 
with the War, was by necessity limited to its “negative” or unattrac- 
tive aspects. But Hemingway, while he “hates” war, is, as we know, 
passionately interested in eveiything connected with fighting. And 
in the case of the war in Spain, he could indulge this interest with a 
good conscience, since he was so certain that what was here at issue 
was nothing less than the freeing of an oppressed people from in- 
tolerable tyranny. Robert Jordan was given the task of blowing a 
certain bridge, and when he realized that this might mean death for 
himself and the aged republican Anselmo, he could say to himself: 

Neither you nor this old man is anything. You are instruments to do 
your duty. There are necessary orders that are no fault of yours and 
there is a bridge and that bridge can be the point on which the future 
of the human race may turn. As it can turn on everything that hap- 
in this war. You have only one thing to do and you must do it. 

This may not be the sense of glory felt by the matador facing 
death in the form of a bull and giving us a “feeling of life and death 
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and mortality and immortality.” But it does remind us of that per- 
sistent concern with ethical values more or less latent in all Heming- 
way’s writing. It gives these values, so often abortive, something 
solid to attach themselves to; it brings them into operation as the 
motive for positively heroic action. If the mere courageous meeting 
of our mortal destiny may give us ‘‘a feeling that mortality is not a 
curse,” the meeting with death in the interest of some positive 
human good may even better illustrate what Mr. Stevens calls “the 
glory of man.” 


v 

The reader will note that, for reasons of space, no attempt is 
made here to distinguish Hemingway’s peculiar qualities as a prose 
stylist, nor for that matter to trace the elements of his ethical sys- 
tem. In my chapters on him in American Fiction 1920-1940 I have 
dealt somewhat at length with these parallel features of his writing. 

It will be obvious that I do not share the opinion of certain 
thoughtful critics that For Whom the Bell Tolls is inferior in art- 
istry to much of his earlier work, and that this is so because, more 
than in his other work, Hemingway has here attempted “to force 
(his material) to his own ideological end — to moralize.” This is 
the view of Mr. Ray B. West, Jr., in an essay included in William 
Van O’Connor’s Forms of Modem Fiction, I cannot here do proper 
justice to Mr. West’s subtle argument. But I might, in the case of 
certain examples cited by him, indicate why his argument remains 
for me in the main unconvincing. It is based largely on the baldness 
of the terms in which Robert Jordan expresses his attachment to 
the Republican cause, the author’s failure to provide an “objective 
correlative” for his sentiment or to give it an ironic turn through 
understatement as in his best writing. In the examples cited, Mr. 
West seems to me to consider certain passages without due regard 
to the context in which they appear and to appraise them as if they 
were the utterances of a lyric poet and not of characters in a work 
of prose fiction. 

He Illustrates the imaginative failure of Hemingway by contrast- 
ing a character’s statement of faith with those of Donne in certain 
famous poems, as where the paradoxical oneness of lovers in sep- 
aration is objectified in the image of the twin compasses, or where 
the “divine mystery” of faith is represented by the poet’s resort to 
the Church as if to a hospitable prostitute. In the last words of 
Jordan to Maria, Mr. West points out, his sense of their continuing 
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oneness is flatly expressed without the aid of any poetic figure to 
support the emotional paradox: ‘‘Thou wilt go now, rabbit. But I 
go with thee. As long as there is one of us there is both of us. Do 
you understand?” Now, considering that this is a novel in the real- 
istic tradition and that there is no suggestion that Robert Jordan is 
a metaphysical poet, one is inclined to ask whether this manner of 
statement on the part of the dying man is not more fitting dra- 
matically than if he had indulged in some elaborate conceit. And 
one is also inclined to ask whether, under the circumstances^ — the 
urgent need to persuade the girl to save her life by going at once, 
and the equally urgent need to give her some word to live by — 
whether, I say, the effect would be improved by any note of irony 
or understatement. 

Again, Mr. West is not satisfied with Jordan’s way of formulat- 
ing his reasons for going on with his probably fatal mission. ‘"You 
believe in Liberty, Equality and Fraternity. You believe in Life, 
Liberty and the Pursuit of Happiness.” Here, says Mr. West, “the 
author is attempting to rely on generalities which, admirable as they 
may be as a statement or even as symbols of democracy, are not 
sharp enough to carry the emotion^ weight put upon them.” But 
if the reader will examine this passage in its context (in Chapter 
Twenty-six), he will realize that Robert Jordan is as much aware 
as Mr. West that he is mouthing rhetorical stereotypes, and that 
his emotional attachment to what lies behind these conventional 
symbols in spite of their inadequacy is a good example of the 
much-desiderated irony. Robert Jordan is, like Jake Barnes and 
Frederic Henry, a man suspicious of big hollow words, determined 
to bring all abstractions to the tests of practical experience. In a 
number of such passages of meditation and self-justification, he is 
reminding himself that, as a soldier in a good cause, he is no polit- 
ical theorist or dialectician, but a simple follower of the republican 
ideal, which is something that, as an American, he has taken in 
with his mother’s milk. He is not responsible for the words, the 
slogans, but for his deeds, content to act upon the program of those 
who put through the French Revolution and those who drew up 
the basic instruments of the American commonwealth. In capital- 
izing these words — ^which is as if he put them in quotation marks 
— ^he is as obviously indulging in irony as he was when he told his 
Spanish associates that his father was a member of the RepuWican 
Party. But the passage should be taken in its fuQ context. The main 
point of his meditation is his assurance to himself that he is not a 
Communist but a RepuHican — not a dialectician or behever in the 



240 


HEMINGWAY AND HIS CRITICS 


“materialistic conception of society.” “You’re not a real Marxist 
and you know it. You believe in Liberty, etc., etc. Don’t ever kid 
yourself with too much dialectics.” 

Robert Jordan is a man who knows the difference between words 
and things. In his moments of self-examination he is shown in- 
dulging his irony, and arguing with it, and putting it in its place, 
Mr. West seems to me to overlook the fact that this is a dramatic 
device — that it is not strictly speaking Hemingway who is here 
relying on “generalities,” but the young man in the story sent to 
blow the bridge. And besides, it is not these generalities themselves, 
the mere slogans, on which Jordan is relying. It is the historical 
facts that give them force in the Spanish setting, the personal ex- 
periences that have driven these people to the mountains, including 
the painfully detailed experiences of Maria. It is these things that 
give content and meaning to the symbols which Jordan himself 
finds so inadequate. These are the objective correlatives to his 
thought — these and the immediate drama of Pilar and Pablo, of 
Anselmo and El Sordo. 

And there is one further source of possible misunderstanding in 
Mr. West’s account of Hemingway. He seems to imply that what 
Hemingway is concerned with is, like Donne, the conflict between 
acceptance and rejection of some article of religious faith, some 
religious conception of the universe; and that he has not been able 
to find the imaginative “correlatives” for the paradox and “mys- 
tery” of faith. It is not my impression that, either here or elsewhere, 
Hemingway is occupying himself with the transcendental concepts 
of religious faith; it seems rather that, from the start, he has given 
these up as beyond his scope or beyond the range of practical con- 
cern. So far as religion is concerned he would appear to be a simple 
agnostic. What he seems to be looking for is not objects of faith 
but objects of loyalty — what we call ideals — and what he thinks he 
has found, in the Spanish War, is social or moral ideals to which 
one can devote oneself wholeheartedly and without giving up a 
realistic understanding of the ways of the world. 

I quite agree with Mr. West and other critics that the imaginative 
effects secured by Hemingway in For Whom the Bell Tolls are for 
the most part different in kind from those for which he is best 
known. But I see no reason on that account to question the emo- 
tional sincerity^of &e later work. I certainly see no more reason to 
question the gWineness or the profundity of his feeling in regard 
to the Republican cause in Spain, as some people do, than his at- 
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tachment to the Allied cause in the Second World War. It was 
Hemingway’s ideal not to “fake” feelings, and to set down only 
that which he had actually “seen.” But there is nothing in his career 
to suggest that he was constitutionally incapable of seeing more 
than Nick Adams or Jake Barnes, or that, in the course of a 
crowded life, with experience and reflection, mere sights might not 
with him have been carried over into insights. But here again I 
think we can better appreciate his intention and his art if we give 
up trying to think of him as a mystic manque, 

VI 

It is in For Whom the Bell Tolls that Hemingway gives the largest 
“dimensions” to the concept of “true love” and most plausibly as- 
sociates this concept with the other major concerns of life. It is 
true that he feels it necessary to assert the primary importance of 
physical virility, both in the relations of Pilar and Pablo and in 
those of Robert Jordan and Maria. It is also true that, in his in- 
sistence on this theme, he thinks fit to give descriptions of the 
sensations of people making love which are stylistically one of the 
most questionable features of the book. The passages in the thir- 
teenth and thirty-seventh chapters in which he undertakes to render 
the “ecstasy” of this experience are done in a style of lyrical ex- 
travagance which is like nothing else in Hemingway, and which, 
while it is quite different from Sherwood Anderson’s style in Dark 
Laughter and Many Marriages so cruelly parodied by Hemingway 
mThe Torrents of Spring, would be an easy mark for the shafts of 
some other Hemingway taking his motto (as Hemingway did) from 
Henry Fielding: “The only source of the true Ridiculous (as it ap- 
pears to me) is affectation.” The sensations of lovers in this particu- 
lar moment are doubtless of primary importance in the human 
economy, but they are so truly “mystical” and beyond the reach 
of common words that Hemingway and E, E. Cum m ings are almost 
the only authors one can think of bold enough to try to render 
them. And it is doubtful whether these special sensations, as Hem- 
ingway describes them, can be made the basis for distinguishing, 
as he does, between love of the first and second grades. In any case, 
it has been a matter of common consent with writers in the Eu- 
ropean tradition to leave these things more to the imagination. 

But this is a minor blemish on what is essentially a very fine 
book, which reads as well in 1950 as it did in 1940. If for a mo- 
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ment one is inclined to say this affair of Maria is not necessary to 
the story of the Spanish War — this is simply the love-interest com- 
mercially prescribed for every successful novel — there immediately 
comes flooding over one a realization of the many ways in which 
this element is functional for the plot and theme of the book and 
serves to raise it all to a higher level of significance. Maria stands, 
to begin with, as a living symbol of the way fascism not merely 
overrides the elementary rights of men, but brutally invades the 
most sacred places of the soul and deprives men of the last shreds 
of personal dignity and self-respect. And Robert Jordan’s love for 
Maria, in spite of her abject state, restoring her to decency and 
self-respect, in its turn embodies a principle directly opposed to 
that of fascism. It is like a sacred ritual serving to exorcize the evil 
thing that has taken possession of her soul. 

Again, the serious and responsible character of his love, which 
is that of a man for his wife, his determination to watch over her 
and be faithful to her, suggests the social values which are not 
otherwise represented in this story of guerrilla fighters in a war of 
liberation. Maria and Jordan stand, even in this episode of revolu- 
tion, for the institution of marriage; they stand for society itself, 
and— as that for which, in the last analysis, men are flighting — ^they 
give a greater significance to the sacrifice these men are making for 
the Republican cause. His care for the woman he loves gives a much 
more human quality to the character of Robert Jordan, as her gen- 
erous concern for Maria does to that of the formidable and foul- 
mouthed Pilar. 

One thing that puts a heavy strain on the emotions of Robert 
Jordan as he prepares to blow the bridge is the fear that he is en- 
dangering the lives of this band of partisans whom he likes so 
much. And this is raised to a higher degree of intensity with the 
realization, now, that these are not indifierent strangers but in- 
clude the woman for whom he has so tender a passion. 

Above all, perhaps, Jordan’s love for Maria serves to heighten 
that sense of the transitoriness of life in the face of imminent death 
which Mr. Stevens finds to be the fourth dimension of Heming- 
way’s ars poetica. It is the preciousness of life that makes death 
a subject of abhorrence, as it is the utter blankness of death that 
brings out in sharp relief the preciousness of life. But life is precious 
in proportion to the gratifications which it offers to the living. Be- 
fore he met Maria, Robert Jordan had been content with the 
thou^t that he was performing his duty as a soldier imder orders 
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and as one fighting to make this conn tty “a good place to live in,” 
with the added hope that, if he came out afive, he would write a 
“good book” about the Spanish War. These were the gratifications 
that death would deprive him of. Such a thing as Maria he had 
thought was “the one thing that he would never have.” And just as 
he is coming to think that he will probably not survive this cam- 
paign, he “runs into a girl like this Maria.” ^'What a business!” as 
he says to himself in his studiously unheroic idiom. 

But then, as he reminds himself, the satisfactions of life are not 
to be measured by quantity and duration. 

I suppose it is possible to live as full a life in seventy hours as in 
seventy years. ... So that if your life trades in its seventy years for 
seventy hours I have that value now and 1 am lucky enough to have 
it. And if there is not any such thing as a long time, nor the rest of 
our lives, nor from now on, but there is only now, well then now is 
the thing to praise and I am very happy with it. 

This is something more than Mr. Stevens’ fourth dimension — the 
realization of the transitormess of life, with its corollary that “mor- 
tality is not a curse.” Here is the recognition that, within the limits 
of mortality, it may be possible to realize vdues (it is Robert 
Jordan’s own word) which cannot be measured by the clock. 

In The Sun Also Rises the theme is the general disillusionment 
of the “lost generation.” Such a thing as Maria is indeed the “one 
thing” that these people “will never have.” Their incapacity for 
that is represented by the physical impotence of Jake and the senti- 
mental futility of Brett. In A Farewell to Arms one has the feeling 
that the death of Catherine was not “inevitable,” but something 
added by the author to underline his thesis that the cards are 
stacked against even the brave. In To Have and Have Not the 
pleasures of the marriage bed are a consolation prize for the valiant 
man who has lost out in the unfair battle of life. In Across the 
River and into the Trees the belated discovery of love by the old 
campaigner proves too thin a subject for a book of three hundred 
pages and leaves us with the feeling of having fallen into sentimen- 
tal self-indulgence. 

The Sun Also Rises and A Farewell to Arms are books strongly 
conceived and carried through with imagmative consistency. In 
For Whom the Bell Tolls we have a momentous episode in m^ern 
history, with action important enough to bear the weight of the 
emotion roused, developed in vivid and omvincing detail. And it is 
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here that Hemingway has done fullest justice to his theme of “true 
love,” given it organic relation to the other main concerns of life, 
and established its place in the scale of human values. 

Joseph Warren Beach 



MELVIN BACKMAN 


Hemingway: The Matador and the Crucified 

Rimning through Ernest Hemingway’s work, from In 
Our Time to The Old Man and the Sea, are two dominant motifs 
— ^the matador and the crucified. The matador represents a great 
force held in check, releasing itself proudly in a controlled yet vio- 
lent administering of death. The crucified stands for the taking of 
pain, even unto death, with aU of one’s courage and endurance so 
that it becomes a thing of poignancy and nobility. Although it was 
not until The Old Man and the Sea that Hemingway achieved a 
perfect blending of his two themes, the continual tension and inter- 
play between those forces represented by the matador and the cru- 
cified create a pattern in the Hemingway canon against which the 
individual works of fiction may be profitably studied. 

In Our Time sets forth the pain and brutality of our world, re- 
corded apparently without comment in a terse, telegraphic style. 
Yet underneath the tight-lipped writing a current of protest and 
repressed brooding threads its secretive way. This is violence caught 
in the stifled shock of its initial impact. The stories and intercbap- 
ters have the effect of painful memories of which one must rid 
himself to exorcise their evil spell, to drive them from the night 
into the day. 

Recoiling from these memories of a sick world, the discharged 
soldier Nick Adams sought retreat m the Big Two-Hearted River. 
In this story, Hemingway omits rather ominously all mention of 
the war and of the people and places of Nick’s past, so that a 
strange aloneness and suspension of time are created. Nick’s only 
function was to fish, to immerse himself so completely in the phys- 
ical sensations and details of his fishing that there was no need to 
think. This became, therefore, a strange idyl. Nick called it ”the 
good place,” but it was the good place because of its associations 
with a certain part of his past — fi^ng and hunting, the river and 
the woods — which had not been excised from his life as he was 
trying to do with all the rest. It was as though he wanted to rub out 
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even the woods had been burned over — now there were just charred 
stumps and black grasshoppers. Yet here amid the shelter and 
quiet of the trees and the river, with the sun warm on his back and 
his line trailing in the water, was a moment of separation, of forget- 
fulness, of peace. 

If Nick Adams was trying to withdraw from his world in “Big 
Two-Hearted River,” it was in “Soldier’s Home” that the Heming- 
way protagonist was officially separated. The soldier Krebs found 
himself hopelessly alienated from the conventional, middle-class 
American town to which he returned. Living with a kind of flat 
despair from day to day, holding in abeyance the inevitable deci- 
sion, he dwelt in uneasy isolation in the midst of his family. Pushed 
to action finally by family pressure, he decided to sever the last 
clinging thread of his filial bond. It was a curiously cold, passion- 
less rebellion, as though he had long since worn out his emotions 
and given up his hope. 

In cutting the human bonds that tie one to his world there is the 
danger of cutting into the very will to live. The threat of this infec- 
tion hovers over the three stories “Mr. and Mrs. Elliot,” “Cat in 
the Rain,” and “Out of Season,” each concerned with an American 
couple characterized by sexual sterility and impotence. Marked 
by a strangely bloodless discord, without intensity or love, their 
lives follow a drifting purposeless course. But like green wooded 
mountains rising abruptly out of barren plains, the descriptions of 
matadors (interspersed between the stories) emerge in sharp relief: 

When he started to kill it was all in the same rush. The bull looking 
at him straight in front, hating. He drew out the sword from the folds 
of the muleta and sighted with the same movement and called to the 
bull, Toro! Torol and the bull charged and Villalta charged and just 
for the moment they became one. Villalta became one with the bull 
and then it was over. Villalta standing straight and the red hilt of the 
sword sticking out dully between the bull’s shoulders. Villalta, his 
hand up at the crowd and the bull roaring blood, looking straight at 
Villalta and his legs caving. 

From the unvoiced fears of disintegration of Nick Adams, from 
the weary despair and apathy of Krebs, and from the scorn, which 
may mask a secret dread, of the passionless and sterile union of 
impotent lovers, Hemingway has turned to the violence of the 
matador. 

The theme is developed more fully in The Sun Also Rises, If In 
Our Time recorded, for Hemingway, the waves of man’s violence 
effacing the recognizable outline of the shore of one’s home, The 
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Sun Also Rises depicts the human wreckage that had been left 
behind. The time was one of irresponsibilTty, drunkenness, and 
promiscuity. As Mike pursued his drunken way, trailing his mount- 
ing debts like a banner, Brett preceded her escort, trailing her 
mounting amours, like a Don Juan turned weary bitch. Jake and 
Bill Gorton joined in the drunken camaraderie. Yet the endless 
rounds of drinks seemed to be accompanied by endless rounds of 
useless quarrels, and the camaraderie was broken by animosities 
and malice. There was, nevertheless, a certain measure of fellow- 
ship, loyalty, and even gaiety. Cohn was outside of it, not merely 
because he did not belong but because he seemed too self-centered 
to participate in friendship. Friendship or not, there is no denying 
the essential futility of their lives. It was a life without purpose or 
direction, without intensity or passion, without faith in themselves 
or their world. Nor did they seem truly to believe in the hedonism 
by which they lived. It seemed that at the bottom of their hearts 
there lay such a cold dead despair that they drank in order not 
to th i nk of it; they drank to wind themselves up, like a clock that 
must be wound every twenty-four hours. So they got through their 
days. 

Whatever fault may be found, however, with the character of 
these people, it is Cohn for whom Hemingway reserved his most 
damning portrait. Cohn lacked true identity. His personality was 
without a core; in place of its center there was only a sickly ego 
expressing itself in the spurious martyrdom of the weak and seK- 
pitying. Woman-dominated, he was without the vital maleness 
winch Hemingway, like Lawrence, deems absolutely essential to 
the true man. There was no true pride, no resistance to Cohn. In 
his love of Brett he was childish in his possessiveness and unmanly 
in his abject pursuit. What a sharply contrasting picture Heming- 
way has painted of Pedro Romero as he paid suit to Brett by fil- 
ing his bull in front of her. 

Never once did he look up. He made it stronger that way, and did 
it for himself, too, as well as for her. Because he did not look up to 
ask if it pleased he did it ail for himself inside, and it strengthracd 
him, and yet he did it for her too. But he did not do it for her at 
any loss to himself. 

A polarity has been established between Cohn, unmanly representa- 
tive of the lost generation, and the primitive, Pedro Romero. When 
these two fought, the hard male core of the young bullfighter could 
not be touched by Cohn’s punches, and te reduced Cohn to a 
whimpering dfild. 
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Pedro was exempt from the mcd de siecle that beset the others, 
for his fighting with the bulls brought him into a fundamental re- 
lationship with life, which involved the pitting of his maleness 
against ^at of the bull. It is a life and death struggle that reveals 
not only the steel of his young manhood but a certain passion with 
which he met life — an intensity, a seriousness, a dedicated quality. 
Pedro had a place in the scheme of existence — and a role to fulfill. 
With the instinctive sureness of a primitive who need never ques- 
tion his reason for living, he pursued his natural course. And it was 
this which even Brett came to recognize. There was an absolute 
center to him. He did not have to drink, he did not have to keep 
running away. His inner core was brought into a vital active rela- 
tionship with life. As Jake commented, it is only a buUfighter who 
lives life to the hilt, bringing to his work all his courage, intelli- 
gence, discipline, and art. 

The crisis for Pedro came not in the fight with Cohn but in the 
invasion of his world by Brett. Jake, the only one of the blighted 
modems who was truly aware of this other world, served to bridge 
them. When he agreed to act as go-between in the proposed seduc- 
tion of the primitive by this woman of the lost generation, he was 
knowingly betraying all that the matador represented. No wonder 
that Montoya, the aficionado, no longer acknowledged Jake as one 
of them, for he knew that the two worlds had to stand forever apart 
if the buUfight was to retain its truth. Oddly enough, it was Brett’s 
remnant of a conscience that, touched by shamed awareness of 
the desecration she threatened, brought to an end this unnatural 
conjunction of two separate worlds. 

A purer, more natural kind of love is celebrated in A Farewell to 
Arms, Less sustained in movement and less orchestrated than The 
Sun Also Rises, A Farewell to Arms is a more emotional and 
subjective novel. It seems to be based upon the memory of a lost 
love and a lost youth: one’s first love, dramatized like that of 
Romeo and Juliet, destroyed by the “they” that He min gway in 
Byronic fashion has cast as the enemy that ever seeks to cmsh the 
individual. Although there is no primitive, like Pedro Romero, in 
this novel, there is, in contrast to the comparatively disillusioned 
picture of the war, the love itself — tender and idyllic. Glowing 
with the first flush of the lovers’ physical discovery of each other, 
their love overarches the lovers themselves, who remain essentially 
passive. Lyrically conceived by the author, it is a small fire of life 
dampened by a sense of doom and threatened by the cold rain of 
death. 
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In The Sun Also Rises and In Our Time, Pedro Romero and 
Viilalta — as their swords go all the way in, the men leaning after 
— become one with the hull, united for a single instant by death. 
This is the ‘'moment of truth.” It is an intense, almost an ecstatic, 
moment of communion, involving an abnegation of self before the 
final merging. The only other experience analogous to this in Hem- 
ingway’s work is sexual union. Both are experiences of controlled 
violence that demand a tight holding on of self until the last mo- 
ment, then the yielding, merging, and flooding ecstasy. Sexual im- 
plications may be seen in the matador’s domination of the bull that 
leads to the climax, the final thrusting of the sword; after the 
sword’s entry the caving in of the bull suggests, by a curious transfer 
of roles, the coUapsed tension, the deathlike state of the spent male 
after ejaculation. Hemingway usually describes love as the act of 
becoming one: both Maria and Catherine try to become one with 
their lovers, Robert Jordan and Frederic Henry, While the killing 
of the bull ends in union, the making of love, as Hemingway has 
often remarked, becomes a kind of killing, the good killing. The 
famous love passage in For Whom the Bell Tolls, when the earth 
seems to move, is so filled with death imagery that it might be taken 
for a description of dying: 

For him it was a dark passage which led to nowhere, then to nowhere, 
then again to nowhere, once again to nowhere, always and forever to 
nowhere, heavy on the elbows in the earth to nowhere, dark, never 
any end to nowhere, hung on all time always to unknowing nowhere, 
this time and again for always to nowhere, now beyond all bearing 
up, up, up and into nowhere, suddenly, scaldingly, holdingly all no- 
where gone and time absolutely still and they were both there, time 
having stopped and he felt the earth move out and away from under 
them. 

The feeling of soaring suggests a mystic ascension and recalls the 
soaring of the airplane in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” that symbol- 
ized death. 

It is this twining of sex and death, both fundamental crises of 
life, that is central to Hemingway’s work. Both killing and sexual 
union are basic primitive experiences in which the male asserts his 
will and proves his manhood. In the primitive mind, both love and 
death are surrounded by religious and fearful influences. Because 
of a sense of danger and evil attending both marriage and death, 
ceremonies are instituted and taboos and restrictions imposed as 
safeguards. And Hemingway — defying Christianity’s condemnation 
of killing and its concept of sex as a sort of necessary sin — has 
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presented love as a mystic ceremonial experience and killing (kill- 
ing cleanly with honor, pride, and humility) as a spiritual expe- 
rience. 

Killing cleanly and in a way which gives the esthetic pleasure and 
pride has always been one of the greatest enjoyments of the human 
race. . . . When a man is still in rebellion against death he has pleas- 
ure in taking to himself one of the Godlike attributes; that of giving 
it. This is one of the most profound feelings in those men who enjoy 
killing. These things are done in pride and pride, of course, is a Chris- 
tian sin, and a pagan virtue. 

In a world from which Hemingway has sought to dissociate him- 
self, the only sacred subjects left for him have proved to be love 
and death — experiences which he has sought to invest with the 
quality of ancient mysteries. 

One remembers the cold rain of In Our Time associated with an 
evil violence, the rain of the fiesta in The Sun Also Rises that be- 
came part of a Waipurgis-like nightmare, the black rain of the 
Caporetto retreat and of the death of Catherine Barkley in A 
Farewell to Arms. But in For Whom the Bell Tolls there is no 
rain. The sun dominates the novel — the sun shining through the 
trees and wanning the pine-needled earth. The setting — except for 
the occasional huddling within the cave, where the atmosphere was 
close, sullen, as Pablo brooded drunkenly on his lost manhood, as 
tempers flared darkly, and death stalked ominously — ^the setting is 
of the out-of-doors. There love was made and the soldier's death 
received. And there was the sun, the warm life-giving sun, the sun 
that heralded the coming of spring after the snow, the sun that was 
Maria illuminating the life of Robert Jordan. Maria is a child of 
the sun, with her hair “the color of ripe wheat,” her face the “color 
'of burnt gold,” and her eyes “gold with the dark flecks in them.” 
And the sun is identified with their love. On the day that Jordan 
and Maria made love, the hot gold of the sun commingled with the 
heather smell of the earth and the cropped golden hair of Maria — 
blending into a Van Gogh-like celebration of the sun so that the 
pulsing energy of the sun beat through the lovers into the earth and 
the earth moved. For Robert Jordan, Maria was the sun driving 
away the night and abolishing loneliness; she was the life that held 
off ^ath. Finally love itself became a soaring union in which for 
a moment la gloria was realized, a glory like that “in Greco and in 
San Juan de la Cruz.” 

That their love should achieve some measure of mystical glory 
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is not completely unprepared for. Maria — her very name suggests 
the Virgin — ^was the violated virgin who by the force of her love 
and will obliterated the violence that had been done her and recap- 
tured her virginity. Borne by the men of Pablo’s or rather Pilar's 
band from the scene of the train disaster, she had been restored to 
life by Pilar. Although Pilar w^as her support and protector, all had 
had a hand in her restoration, and all approached her with tender- 
ness and love. And despite the Loyalists’ official disapproval of the 
Church, it is to the Virgin that many turned in the presence of 
death. 

When El Sordo’s band, surrounded and isolated on a hill, were 
facing annihilation, El Sordo in his last moment thought: "'Dying 
was nothing and he had no picture of it nor fear of it in his mind. 
But living was a field of grain blowing in the wind.” This image of 
life may suggest association with the recurring description of Ior- 
dan’s running his hand through Maria's close-cropped hair like 
the wind blowing through the tawny wheat. But Sordo did not pray; 
it was Joaquin — the boy who just the day before had been teasing 
Maria like a brother — who, as the planes swooped down, uttered a 
“Hail Mary” at the hour of his death. The bombs dropped, splitting 
the air apart, hitting the earth with a red black roar; “and the earth 
rolled under him with the roar. Then it came again and the earth 
lurched under his belly and one side of the hilltop rose into the 
air and then feU slowly over them where they lay.” For him too 
the earth had moved. 

After the action only the enemy was left Lieutenant Berrendo, 
riding at the head of the column, thought of his friend Julian, dead 
on the hill, and prayed to the Virgin for the soul of his friend. At 
almost the same moment Anselmo caught sight of the enemy col- 
umn, and frozen by fear he prayed to the “most kind, most sweet, 
most clement Virgin.” Unknowingly these two men, pledged ene- 
mies and destined to die the next day, were united in their prayer. 

It would seem, then, that while Maria is associated with the sun, 
and the sun generally with life, she is also associated with the Vir- 
gin,^ and the Virgin with death. Yet in the last chapter — ^when all 
that has gone before has led us painstakingly and inevitably to the 
destruction of the bridge — the sun is curiously twisted together 

^ Other evidence that might be c^ered is the reference to the “Bkssed 
Virgin of Pilar” in the letter of the cavalryman shot by Revert Jordan, 
There is also the ambiguous evidence of the Fascists' conferring of tiae title 
of “Red Bride of Christ” upon Maria, and the scene in which Maria, m the 
Mary Magdalen tradition, serves J<»:dan, “The Lord asod Master.” 
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with death. The scene is the opening of the chapter, jnst prior to 
the commencement of the Loy^ist attack at dawn, the bombing to 
serve as signal for the blowing of the bridge. Jordan, who had al- 
ways loved the coming of the sun, lay on the pine-needled earth 
and watched the first light of the sun dispelling the light mist that 
obscured the outline of the bridge. As the bridge shone clear in 
the morning light he heard the bombs drop, and he drew a long 
breath, as if to expel the lonely feeling that came with the dealing 
of death, and he prepared to shoot the sentry. The sentry stood in 
the road with the sun shining on him. “There was no mist on the 
road now and Robert Jordan saw the man, clearly and sharply, 
standing there on the road looking up at the sky. The sun shone 
bright on the trees.” And gently Robert Jordan squeezed the trig- 
ger. After the death of the sentry came the wiring of the bridge. 
With the sound of shots in his ear, suspended under the trestle of 
the bridge, Jordan worked with a tense quick deliberateness against 
time, lashing the grenades to the girders. But for a moment the 
noise of the white bubbling stream below him drowned out the 
war, and looking down he saw a trout nibbling on the chip he had 
dropped, and through the metal of the bridge he saw the sunlight 
on the green slope that had been brown but three days ago. It was 
a green moment of peace that could not be, and it had to yield to 
the twisting of sun and bridge into destruction. 

And the sunlight played over Fernando, the good cigar-store 
Indian Fernando with all his fine wooden dignity, as he lay wounded 
against the bank. 

In front of him was one of the whitewashed stones that marked the 
edge of the road. His head was in the shadow but the sun shone on 
his plugged and bandaged wound and on his hands that were cupped 
over it. His legs and his feet also were in the sun. The rifle lay beside 
him and there were three clips of cartridges shining in the sun beside 
the rifle. 

Then there was Ansehno — ^loyal Anselmo, the good old man who 
did not want to kill, believing that killing men was sin — ^with the 
wire pulled tight around his fist, waiting for the signal from the 
Ingles. The sun weighed heavy on his back. Then came the blowing 
of the bridge — and Anselmo lay face down behind the white mark- 
ing stone, that shone in the sunlight like a common gravestone for 
the good and the brave. 

If the sun represents the exposure that spelled death for some, 
for Robert Jordan it meant still more. The novel opens with Jordan 
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pine-needled floor of the forest, planning the destruc- 
tion of the bridge that arched peacefully over the stream, white in 
the summer sunlight. And the novel ends: 

Lieutenant Berrendo, watching the trail, came ridins: up, his thin 
face serious and grave. His sub-machine gun lay across the saddle in 
the crook of his left arm. Robert Jordan lay behind the tree, holding 
onto himself very carefully and delicately to keep his hands steady. 
He was waiting until the ofiScer reached the sunlit place where the 
first trees of the pine forest joined the green slope of the meadow. 
He could feel his heart beating against the pine-needle floor of the 
forest 

We have come full circle. The pine trees and the sun and Robert 
Jordan have become inextricably mingled with the giving and re- 
ceiving of death. Yet there is the moving memory of the love in the 
hot sunlight and the love on the pine boughs in the cool nights in 
the sleeping bag. It is as though death in some subtle fashion has 
not only twisted itself about love but has become a secret for- 
bidden attraction that the Hemingway hero finds hard to resist. But 
resist it he must, even if resistance requires the inflicting of violence 
upon others. Or it may be that by his administering of death he 
takes unconscious revenge for the violence inflicted upon the young 
manhood of Nick Adams and Jake Barnes and Frederic Henry. 

Yet death in this novel is different from death in The Sun Abo 
Rises or Death in the Afternoon, In those earlier works the 
dominating point of view was that of the matador, because killing 
was the means of proving one’s manhood. The identification was 
chiefly with the kilier; there was a deep fundamental enjoyment, 
Hemingway said, to be had from killing. In For Whom the BeU 
Tolls, however, there is an ambiguity of attitude. In only one in- 
stance did Robert Jordan identify himself, partially at least, with 
the desire to kill. This took place at the scene when Robert Jordan 
and Agustin, tense and still behind their guns, were watching the 
enemy cavalry depart, Agustin, speaking of the necessity to kill that 
was on him like “on a mare in heat,” said that there was no stronger 
thing in life. Jordan, in silent thought, called it the Spanish “extra 
sacrament” that, repressed by Christianity, had welled forth in 
wars and inquisitions; and Jordan admitted that he too and “all 
who are soldiers by choice have enjoyed it at some time whether 
they He about it or not.” Yet throughout the story Jordan never 
killed with pleasure but always with reluctance. He could not bring 
himself to “assassinate” Pablo, he shot the sentry with sadness, and 
his defensive killing of the cavalryman initiated a tong searching of 
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his conscience in which he questioned his right to kill. (Even the 
old man in The Old Man and the Sea continues this questioning 
of one’s right to kill.) Jordan’s position seems to lie between that 
of Anselmo and Pablo. Although Agustm had spoken of killing as 
an instinct, only with Pablo had this “instinct” become an in- 
ordinate lust, revealed in the brutally sadistic executions and the 
blood-drunken slaughter initiated by Pablo during the taking of his 
town. Part of Robert Jordan — the greater part, it would seem — 
was in accord with Anselmo, who felt that “in those who like it 
Ddlling] there is always a rottenness.” Hating to kiU, Anselmo 
is a foil to Pablo in other respects, manifesting loyalty as against 
treachery, courage as against fear, gentleness as against cruelty. 
Something of the quality of the old man in “Old Man at the Bridge” 
invests Anselmo. Idealized, of course, he represents a position to- 
ward which part of Hemingway was drawn, just as the priest in A 
Farewell to Arms had served as a similar attraction for Frederic 
Henry. 

But the most crucial experience for Robert Jordan lay not in the 
killing but in the preparing to be killed. Although he had to face 
up to his ordeal with courage and dignity, like all the Hemingway 
heroes who live by the “code,” the reason for this code is now made 
clear. Submerged in the back of Jordan’s mind was the guilt of his 
father’s suicide, which compelled Jordan to live in such a manner 
as to annul his father’s cowardice. Just as he had to rid himself of 
the pistol by which his father had shot himself, so had he to rid 
himself of his father — ^that is, to obliterate his father from his con- 
sciousness, as if he had never been, and to replace him with his 
grandfather, the soldier in the family. 

Although Jordan must die to make the “code” live, to wipe out the 
stain of his father’s cowardice, may there not be another explana- 
tion for his pain and death? Jordan, after all, is but part of a pat- 
tern into which all the Hemingway protagonists fall. At the end of 
In Our Time Nick Adams, having been initiated into a painful 
world, was left in a curious state of suspension; Jake Barnes re- 
signed himself hopelessly to a miserable lot in a fotile world; Fred- 
eric Henry, stripped by death of his love, was left alone with his 
despair and misery in a war-tom world. Always the Hemingway 
protagonist was left alone and always a victim, his world a torturing 
wheel upon which he was stretched. Death in the Afternoon, Green 
Hills of Africa, and To Have and Have Not recorded the seeking of 
violence as a means of asserting oneself in despite of the world. But 
Harry Morgan received only pain and death. And death came to 
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Robert Jordan and Richard Cantwell. This pattern of agony and 
death, with the protagonist as a sort of crucified victim^ — is it not a 
curious complement to the matador going in for the kill? Or are 
these two faces to a single coin? On one side there is the matador 
who in his admimstering of death, Hemingway has said, takes on the 
attributes of a god. Is there an old primitive truth here: the welding 
of the act to the unvitiated passion, like an Oedipus rising in pure 
wrath to strike down his father; the godlike taking to oneself of the 
power to judge and punish, like a Zeus dealing out divine punish- 
ment to a transgressing Prometheus; the mingling of sadism with 
power, like a Moloch demanding sacrifice? On the other side there is 
the glorifying of the victim, the seeking of brotherhood out of weak- 
ness and life out of death, like a Prometheus transformed into helper 
of mankind, like a Yahweh become Christ. But Hemingway's 
works do not reflect any true belief in the glory of martyrdom; they 
reflect only the tendency to see oneself as victim and life as pain. 
Nor do they manifest any true desire for brotherhood, for the Hem- 
ingway protagonist is always an island, separated by his pain and 
despair and, in the last resort, by death. In a life that is pain, death 
may come to represent release — ^the final sleep that knits up souls, 
the sleep that cannot be had by a Nick Adams haunted by the night- 
mare of his wounding, by an old man living with a nameless dread 
(“A Qean Well-Lighted Place”), or by a Frazer ridden with physi- 
cal pain. The despair that lies at the bottom of so many of the Hem- 
ingway protagonists leads either to passive suffering or to a defiant 
seeking of violence. 

When we reach The Old Man and the Sea, we seem to have come 
a long way from the 'early works, but there is a pattern into which 
all of them fall. It is true that the old man is the oriy hero who is not 
left alone, at the end of the story, with death or despair. He is old 
and womaniess and humble. Yet in him we have a blending of the 
two dominant motifs — ^the matador and the crucified. 

At first glance it may not seem that what the matador represents 
is in the old man too. Yet just as the matador pits himself against 
the bull, so does Santiago pit himself against the great fiSi; in 
their killing they achieve a rebellion against death. In this combat 
both men must call upon their pride and courage, their skill and 
knowledge of their craft. Whereas the bullfight terminates with the 

* Both Robert Jordan and Cokmei Cantweii are invested occasionally with 
a vague Christ symbolism. And in a short early play of Hcmingway^s, 
‘Today Is Friday,’* the Roman soldier's comment on the crucified CSirist— 
“He was pretty good in there today” — echoes and reechoes tfarou^iout the 
works. 
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final sword thrust between the shoulders of the bull, the fight with 
the fish terminates with the thrusting of the harpoon into his heart. 
And the old man, his hands lacerated and mushy, raises himself out 
of his pain to bring down the harpoon, in the same way as the 
matador Maera in Death in the Afternoon, disregarding his broken 
wrist, goes in for the sixth time over the horns of the bull. Neverthe- 
less, there are differences. The artificial setting of the bullfight, its 
spectators, and its ceremony leave one with the sense that this is but 
violence on exhibit, that it is not a natural struggle between man 
and animal and tliat the emotions produced seem strained and self- 
induced. But Santiago’s struggle with the fish is natural. As he 
says, he was bora to be a fisherman and the fish was born to be a 
fish. The killing of fish is an old accepted livelihood. And the set- 
ting for Santiago’s struggle is the most natural in the world: over- 
head move the sun and the stars and the moon; beneath sways the 
sea, la mar; and about the boat move the birds and fish. The sea 
is the old man’s home and the others are his friends and brothers. 
The old fisherman himself — ^his skin blotched brown by the friendly 
sun, his eyes “the color of the sea,” the scars on his hands “old as 
erosions in a fishless desert” — is part of this natural universe. It is 
a complete and closed universe, a friendly one — its Creator neither 
hostile nor beneficent but mysteriously just. And the old man talks 
to the fish and the birds and the stars just as primitive man might 
have done long ago. 

Yet more remarkable than Santiago’s killing of the fish is his suf- 
fering. (Santiago is Spanish for Saint James — the fisherman, 
apostle, and martyr from the Sea of GalUee.) Etched on the reader’s 
mind is the image of the old man as he settled against the wood 
of the bow — ^the big fish towing, the cord tight across the old man’s 
back — and took his suffering as it came, telling himself, “ ‘Rest 
gently now against the wood and think of nothing.’ ” “The old man 
rode gently with the small sea and the hurt of the cord across his 
back came to him easily and smoothly.” Suffering and gentle and 
wood blend magically into an image of Christ on the cross. Then 
as he was pinned to the bow, dreaming for a few minutes of the 
lions on the long yellow beach, he woke suddenly with a jerk, the 
line burning his right hand, his left without feeling. He leaned 
against the line and tried to brake it, while it burned his back and 
cut deeply into his left hand. “Just then the fish jumped making 
a great bursting of the ocean . . . jumped again and again.” The 
straining line pulled the old man face down into the slice of dolphin 
at the bow. He got his head out of the fish, which was nauseating 
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him, and rose slowly to his knees. Taking the strain with his left 
hand, he washed the dolphin off his face and let his bleeding right 
hand trail clean in the salt water, reassuring himself the while, 
‘‘ Tain does not matter to a man.’ ” The fish circled slowly, while 
‘‘the old man was wet with sweat and tired deep into his bones'’ and 
his hands were mushy and he was seeing only in flashes and he 
was feeling himself go. It was then that he prepared for the kill, 
pitting “all his pain and what was left of his strength and his long 
gone pride” against the agony of the fish. When he thrust and 
pushed his harpoon into the fish’s heart, “Then the fish came alive, 
with his death in him, and rose high out of the water showing all his 
great length and width and all his power and beauty. Then he fell 
into the water with a crash that sent spray over the old man and 
all of the skiff.” For a moment after the death of the fish, the tension 
relaxed, but the pain continued and then the sharks came. “ ‘Ay,’ 
he said aloud. There is no translation for this word and perhaps it is 
just a noise such as a man might make, involuntarily, feeling the 
nail go through his hands and into the wood.” He fought the sharks 
through the itemoon, into the evening and the night, until he was 
almost dead; but the “pain of life” in his hands and shoulders told 
him otherwise. He fought until he was weaponless. Then he knew 
he was beaten and turned the skiff home. The sharks bit into what 
was left of the great fish, but the old man did not heed them. He 
was past everything now. Finally sailing into the little harbor, mak- 
ing the boat fast, and stepping ashore, he shouldered the mast and 
started to climb. “It was tben that he knew the depth of his tired- 
ness,” as he looked back at the head and the white skeleton of the 
great fish. He climbed again, bearing his mast like a heavy cross, 
“and at the top he fell and lay for some time with the mast across 
his shoulder.” He got up again. Then reaching his shack, he put the 
mast against the wall and lay down on his bed. The next morning 
the boy found him — “his face down on the newspapers with his 
arms out straight and the palms of his hands out.” 

Yet that afternoon the old man was dreaming of the lions on the 
white beaches of Africa. The dream may represent, as Philip Young 
has suggested, not only a nostalgic return to the strength of one’s 
youth but also a desire for immortality— like the meaning of the 
frozen leopard on the summit of Kilimanjaro. Despite the suffering 
and seeming defeat of the old man, the final effect is that of a tri- 
umph which is invested not with the violent ritualized quality of the 
baMghts of Death in the Afternoon or the uneasily insistent and 
belligerent note of Green HiUs of Africa, but with a warm autumnal 
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glow. The old man beating o2 the sharks is like life rebelling against 
death — as though the old man and the great fish who are lashed 
together and steering as one toward home, just as earlier they had 
been bound by the “pain of life,” have become the symbol of life; 
while the sharks (scavengers like the vultures and hyena who are 
symbols of death in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro”) have become the 
death which must be resisted even though it will win. 

Combined with this triumph is a tenderness not usually found in 
Hemingway’s work. For all of Hemingway’s glorifying of love be- 
tween man and woman, too much of the author seemed involved, as 
Edmund Wilson and Philip Young have noted, with a repudiation 
of woman. But now in the relation between man and boy, Heming- 
way achieves a new gentleness. This turning to male companion- 
ships seems characteristically American, recalling the paired Huck 
Finn and Jim, Natty Bumppo and Chingachgook, Ishmael and 
Queequeg. Curiously, with the exception of Ishmael, they are all 
variations of primitives. And in Santiago Hemingway has created 
as fine a primitive as the twentieth century has revealed, one who 
seems worthy of comparison with Mark Twain’s Huck Finn or Jim. 
But the old man is more richly endowed than most primitives: bear- 
ing the name of Saint James, who was fisherman and martyr, he 
strangely unites the matador and the crucified. 


Melvin Bachman 



CLINTON S. BURHANS, JR. 


The Old Man and the Sea: Hemingw^ay’s 
Tragic Vision of Man 


I 

In Death in the Afternoon, Hemingway uses an effec- 
tive metaphor to describe the kind of prose he is trying to write: he 
explains that 

if a writer of prose knows enough about what he is writing about he 
may omit things that he knows and the reader, if the writer is writing 
truly enough, will have a feeling of those things as strongly as though 
the writer had stated them. The dignity of movement of an iceberg 
is due to only one-eighth of it being above water. ^ 

Among all the works of Hemingway which illustrate this meta- 
phor^ none, I think, does so more consistently or more thoroughly 
than the saga of Santiago, Indeed, the critical reception of the novel 
has emphasized this aspect of it: in particular, Philip Young, Leo 
Gurko, and Carlos Baker have stressed the qualities of The Old 
Man and the Sea as allegory and parable. Each of these critics is 
especially concerned with two qualities in Santiago — his epic in- 
dividualism and the love he feels for the creatures who share with 
him a world of inescapable violence — though in the main each 
views these qualities from a different point of the literary compass. 
Young regards the novel as essentially classical in nature; Gurko 
sees it as reflecting Hemingway’s romanticism; and to Baker, the 
novel is Christian in context, and the old fisherman is suggestive of 
Christ.2 

^ Ernest Hemingway, Death in the Afternoon (New York, 1932), p. 183. 

“On the other hand — though not, to me, convincingly— Otto Friedrich, 
“Ernest Hemingway: Joy Through Strength,” The American Scholar^ XXVI 
(Autumn, 1957), pp, 470, 513-30, sees Santiago's experietice as little more 
than the result of lie n^essities of Ms profession; Philip Young, Heming- 
way (New York, 1952), p. 100; Leo Ourko, “The OM Man and the Sea,"" 
College English, XVII, 1, 14 (Oct., 1955); Carios Baker, Hemingway 
(Princeton, 1956), p. 299. 
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Such interpretations of The Old Man and the Sea are not, of 
course, contradictory; in fact, they are parallel at many points. All 
are true, and together they point to bodi the breadth and depth of 
the novel’s enduring significance and also to its central greatness: 
like all great works of art it is a mirror wherein every man perceives 
a personal likeness. Such viewpoints, then, differ only in emphasis 
and reflect generally similar conclusions — that Santiago represents 
a noble and tragic individualism revealing what man can do in an 
indifferent universe which defeats him, and the love he can feel for 
such a universe and his humility before it. 

True as this is, there yet remains, I think, a deeper level of sig- 
nificance, a deeper level upon which the ultimate beauty and the 
dignity of movement of this brilliant structure fundamentally rest. 
On this level of significance, Santiago is Harry Morgan alive again 
and grown old; for what comes to Morgan in a sudden and unex- 
pected revelation as he lies dying is the matrix of the old fisherman’s 
climactic experience. Since 1937, Hemingway has been mcreasingly 
concerned with the relationship between individualism and inter- 
dependence;^ and The Old Man and the Sea is the culminating ex- 
pression of this concern in its reflection of Hemingway’s mature 
view of the tragic irony of man’s fate: that no abstraction can bring 
man an awareness and understanding of the solidarity and inter- 
dependence without which life is impossible; he must learn it, as it 
has always been truly learned, through the a^ony of active and 
..isolated individualism in a universe which dooms such individual- 
ism. 

n 

Throughout The Old Man and the Sea, Santiago is given heroic 
proportions. He is “a strange old man,” ^ still powerful and stfll 

®This direction in Hemingway’s thought and art has, of coui'se, been 
pointed out by several critics, particularly by Edgar Johnson in the Sewanee 
Review, XLVIII, 3 (July-Sept., 1940) and by Maxwell Geismar in Writers 
in Crisis (Cambridge, Mass., 1942). With prophetic insight, Johnson says 
that “the important thing about Hemingway is that he has earned his phi- 
losophy, that he has struggled to reach it, overcome the obstacles to attain- 
ing it. . , - He has earned the right to reject rejection. For the good, the 
gentle, and the brave, he now tells us, if they do not try to stand ^one and 
make a separate peace, defeat is not inevitable. His life-blood dripping into 
the bottom of the boat, Harry Morgan realized it at the end of his career. 
Philip Rawlings realized it in the blood and terror and tragedy and splendor 
even of a dying Madrid. Hemingway has realized it there too, and the 
realization may well be for him the very beginning of a new and more vital 
career.” 

‘Ernest Hemingway, The Old Man and the Sea (London, 1952), p. 10. 
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wise in all the ways of his trade. After he hooks the great marlin, he 
fights him with epic skill and endurance, showing “what a man can 
do and what a man endures” (p. 64). And when the sharks come, 
he is determined “ ‘to fight them until I die’ ” (p. 1 16), because he 
knows that “ ‘a man is not made for defeat , . . A man can be 
destroyed but not defeated’ ” (p. 103). 

In searching for and in catching his big fish, Santiago gains a 
deepened insight into himself and into his relationship to the rest of 
created life — an insight as pervasive and implicit in the old fisher- 
man’s experience as it is sudden and explicit in Harry Morgan’s. 
As he sails far out on the sea, Santiago thinks of it ‘*as feminine 
and as something that gave or withheld great favors, and if she 
did wild or wicked things it was because she could not help them” 
(p. 27). For the bird who rests on his line and for other creatures 
who share with him such a capricious and violent life, the old man 
feels friendship and love (pp. 26, 46). And when he sees a flight 
of wild ducks go over, the old man knows “no man was ever alone 
on the sea” (p. 59). 

Santiago comes to feel his deepest love for the creature that he 
himself hunts and kills, the great fish which he must catch not alone 
for physical need but even more for his pride and his profession. 
The great marlin is unlike the other fish which the old man catches; 
he is a spiritual more than a physical necessity. He is unlike the 
other fish, too, in that he is a worthy antagonist for the old man, 
and during Ms long ordeal, Santiago comes to pity the marlin and 
then to respect and to love him. In the end he senses that there can 
be no victory for either in the equal struggle between them, that 
the conditions wMch have brought them together have made them 
one (p. 92). And so, though he lolls the great fish, the old man 
has come to love Mm as his equal and Ms brother; sharing a life 
wMch is a capricious mixture of incredible beauty and deaMy vio- 
lence and in which all creatures are both hunter and hunted, they 
axe bound together in its most primal relationship. 

Beyond the heroic individualism of Santiago’s struggle with the 
great fish and Ms fight against the sharks, however, and beyond the 
love and the brotherhood wMch he comes to feel for the noble crea- 
ture he must kill, there is a further dimension in the old man’s ex- 
perience wMch gives to these thek ultimate significance. For in kfil- 
ing the great marlin and in losing Mm to the sharks, the old man 
learns the sin into wMch men k^vitably fall by going far out be- 
yond her depth, beyond their true place in life. In the first night 
oFhis struggle with the great fish, the old man begins to feel a lone- 
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liness and a sense almost of guilt for the way in which he has caught 
him (p. 48) ; and after he has killed the marlin, he feels no pride of 
accomplishment, no sense of victory. Rather, he seems to feel al- 
most as though he has betrayed the great fish; “I am only better 
than him through trickery,” he thinks, “and he meant me no harm” 
(p. 99). 

Thus, when the sharks came, it is almost as a thing expected, 
almost as a punishment which the old man brings upon himself in 
going far out “beyond all people. Beyond all people in the world” 
(p. 48) and there hooking and killing the great feh. For the com- 
ing of the sharks is not a matter of chance nor a stroke of bad luck; 
“the shark was not an accident” (p. 99). They are the direct re- 
sult of the old man’s action in killing the fish. He has driven his 
harpoon deep into the marlin’s heart, and the blood of the great 
fish, welling from his heart, leaves a traU of scent which the first 
shark follows. He tears huge pieces from the marlin’s body, causing 
more blood to seep into the sea and thus attract other sharks; and 
in killing the first shark, the old man loses his principal weapon, 
his harpoon. Thus, in winning his struggle with the marlin and in 
killing him, the old man sets in motion the sequence of events which 
take from him the great fish whom he has come to love and with 
whom he identifies himself completely. And the old man senses an 
inevitability in the coming of the sharks (p. 101 ), a feeling of guilt 
which deepens into remorse and regret. “I am sorry that I killed 
the fish . . (p. 103), he thinks, and he tells himself that “You 

did not kill the fish only to keep alive and to sell for food. . . . 
You killed him for pride and because you are a fisherman” (p. 
105). 

Earlier, before he had killed the marlin, Santiago had been 
“ ‘glad we do not have to try to kill the stars’ ” (p. 74), It is 
enough, he had felt, to have to kill our fellow creatures. Now, with 
the inevitable sharks attacking, the old man senses that in going 
far out he has in effect tried “to kill the sun or the moon or the 
stars.” For him it has not been “enough to live on the sea and kill 
our true brothers”; in^his individualism and his need and his pride, 
he has gone far out “beyond all people,” beyond his true place in 
h capricious and indifferent world, and has thereby brought not 
only on himself but also on the great fish the forces of violence and 
destruction. “ T shouldn’t have gone out so far, fisif . \ ” he 

declares. “ ‘Neither for you nor for me. I’m sorry, fish’ ” (p. 110). 
And when the sharks have torn away half of the great marlin, 
Santiago speaks again to his brother in the sea: “ ‘Half-fish,’ he 
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said. ‘Rsh that you were. I am sorry that I went too far out. I 
ruined us both’ ” (p. 116). 

The old man’s realization of what he has done is reflected in 
his apologies to the fish, and this realization and its implications arc 
emphasized sjnnbolically throughout the novel. From beginning 
to end, the theme of solidarity and interdependence pervades the 
action and provides the structural framework within which the old 
man s heroic individualism and his love for his fellow creatures ap- 
pear and function and which ^ves them their ultimate significance. 
Having gone eighty-four days without a catch, Santiago has become 
dependent upon the young boy, Manolin, and upon his other friends 
in his village. The boy keeps up his confidence and hope, brings him 
clothes and such necessities as water and soap, and sees that he has 
fresh bait for his fishing. Martin, the restaurant owner, sends the old 
man food, and Pence, the wineshop owner, gives him newspapers 
so that he can read about baseball. Ail of this the old man accepts 
gratefully and without shame, knowing that such help is not de- 
meaning. ‘‘He was too simple to wonder when he had attained 
humility. But he knew he had attained it and he knew it was not 
disgraceful and it carried no loss of true pride” (pp. 9-10). 

Santiago refuses the young boy’s ofier to leave the boat his 
parents have made him go in and return to his, but soon after he 
hooks the great marlin he wishes increasingly and often that the 
boy were with him. And after the sharks come and he wonders if it 
had been a sin to kill the great fish, the old man thinks that, after 
all, “everything kills everySimg else in some way. Fishing kEls me 
exactly as it keeps me alive.” But then he remembers that it is not 
fishing but the love and care of another human being that keeps 
him ^ve now; “the boy keeps me alive, he thought. I must not 
deceive myself too much” (p, 106). 

As the sharks tear from him more and more of the great fish and 
as the boat gets closer to his home, the old man’s sense of his rela- 
tionship to his friends and to the boy deepens: “I caimot be too far 
out now, he thought. I hope no one has been too worried. There 
is only the boy to worry, of course. But I am sure he would have 
confidence. Many of tte older fishermen will worry. Many others 
too, he thought. I live in a good town” (p. 1 15). In the end, when 
he awakens in his shack and talks with the boy, he notices “how 
pleasant it was to have someone to talk to instep of speaking only 
to himself and to the sea” (p. 125). This time he aece|^ without 
any real opposition tl^ boy’s insistence m returning to h^ boat, and 
he says no more about going far out alone. 
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This theme of human solidarity and interdependence is rein- 
forced by several symbols. Baseball, which the old man knows well 
and loves and which he thinks and talks about constantly, is, of 
course, a highly developed team sport and one that contrasts im- 
portantly in this respect with the relatively far more individualistic 
bullfighting, hunting, and fishing usually found in Hemingway’s 
stories. Although he tells himself that “now is no time to think of 
baseball” (p. 37), the game is in Santiago’s thoughts throughout his 
ordeal, and he wonders about each day’s results in the Gran Ligas. 

Even more significant is the old man’s hero-worship of Joe 
DiMaggio, the great Yankee outfielder. DiMaggio, like Santiago, 
was a champion, a master of his craft, and in baseball terms an old 
one, playing out the last years of his glorious career severely handi- 
capped by the pain of a bone spur in his heel. The image of 
DiMaggio is a constant source of inspiration to Santiago; in his 
strained back and his cut and cramped left hand he, too, is an old 
champion who must endure the handicap of pain; and he tells him- 
self that he “must have confidence and ... be worthy of the great 
DiMaggio who does all things perfecdy even with the pain of the 
bone spur in his heel” (p. 66). 

But DiMaggio had qualities at least as vital to the Yankees as his 
courage and individud brilliance. Even during his own time and 
since then, many men with expert knowledge of baseball have con- 
sidered other contemporary outfielders — especially Ted Williams of 
the Boston Red Sox — ^to be DiMaggio’s equal or superior in terms 
of individual ability and achievement. But few men have ever 
earned the affection and the renown which DiMaggio received as a 
“team player” — one who always displayed his individual greatness 
as part of his team, one to whom the team was always more im- 
portant than himself. It used to be said of DiMaggio’s value as a 
*‘team player” that with him in the line-up, even when he was 
handicapped by the pain in his heel, the Yankees were two runs 
ahead when they came out on the field. From Santiago’s love of 
baseball and his evident knowledge of it, it is clear that he would 
be aware of these qualities in DMaggio. And when Manolin re- 
marks that there are other men on the New York team, the old man 
replies; “ ‘Naturally. But he makes the difference’ ” (p. 17). 

Xhe lions which Santiago dreams about and his description in 
terms of Christ symbols further suggest solidarity and love and 
humility as opposed to isolated individually and pride. So evoca- 
tive and lovely a symbol is the dream of the lions that it would 
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be foolish if not impossible to attempt its literal definition. Yet it 
seems significant that the old man dreams not of a sinale lion, a 
‘ king of the beasts,” a lion proud and powerful and alone, like the 
one from which Francis Macomber runs in terror, but of several 
young lions who come down to a beach in the evening to play 
together. “He only dreamed of places now and of the lions on the 
beach. They played like young cats in the dusk and he loved them 
as he loved the boy” (p. 22). It seems also significant that the old 
man “no longer dreamed of storms, nor of women, nor of great 
occurrences, nor of great fish, nor fights, nor contests of strength, 
nor of his wife” (pp. 21-22) — that is that he no longer dreams of 
great individualistic deeds like the one which brings violence and 
destruction on him and on the marlin. Instead, the lions arc “the 
main thing that is left” (p. 65), and they evoke the solidarity and 
love and peace to which the old man returns after hunting and kill- 
ing and losing his great fish. 

These qualities are further emphasized by the symbolic value of 
the old fisherman as he carries the mast crosslike up the hill to his 
shack and as he lies exhausted on his bed. His hands have been ter- 
ribly wounded in catching the great marlin and in fighting the 
sharks, and as he lies sleeping “face down on the newspapers with 
his arms out straight and the palms up” (p. 122), his figure is 
Christ-like and suggests that if the old man has been crucified by 
the forces of a capricious and violent universe, the meaning of his 
experience is the humility and love of Christ and the interdepend- 
ence which they imply. 

Such, then, are the qualities which define man’s true place in a 
world of violence and death indifferent to him, and they are the 
context which gives the experience of the old fisherman its ultimate 
significance as the reflection of Hemingway’s culminating concept 
of the human condition — his tragic vision of man. For in his under- 
standing that “it is enough to live on the sea and kill our true 
brothers,” the feUow creatures who share life with us and whom he 
loves, the old man is expressing Hemingway’s conviction that de- 
spite the tragic necessity of such a condition, man has a place in the 
world. And in his realization that in going alone and too far out, 
“beyond all people in the world,” he has ruined both himself and 
also the great fish, the old man reflects Hemingway’s feeling that in 
his individualism and his pride and his need, man inevitably goes 
beyond ins true jrface in the world and thereby brings violence and 
destruction on himself and on others. Yet in going out too far and 
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alone, Santiago has found his greatest strength and courage and dig- 
nity and nobility and love, and in this he expresses Hemingway’s 
view of the ultimate tragic irony of man’s fate: that only through 
the isolated individualism and the pride which drive him beyond 
his true place in life does man develop the qualities and the wisdom 
which teach him the sin of such individualism and pride and which 
bring him the deepest understanding of himself and of his place in 
the world. Thus, in accepting his world for what it is and in learn- 
ing to live in it, Hemingway has achieved a tragic but ennobling 
vision of man which is in the tradition of Sophocles, Christ, Mel- 
ville, and Conrad. 


ni 

It is not enough, then, to point out, as Robert P. Weeks does, that 
“from the first eight words of The Old Man and the Sea ... we 
are squarely confronted with a world in which man’s isolation is the 
most insistent truth.” ® True as this is, it is truth which is at the 
same time paradox, for Santiago is profoundly aware that “no man 
' was ever alone on the sea.” Nor is the novel solely what Leo Gurko 
feels it is — “the culmination of Hemingway’s long search for dis- 
engagement from the social world and total entry into the natural”' 
(p. 15). If the old man leaves society to go “far out” and “beyond 
all people in the world,” the consciousness of society and of his re- 
lationship to it are never for long out of his thoughts; and in the 
end, of course, he returns to his “good town,” where he finds it 
pleasant “to have someone to talk to instead of speaking only to 
himself and to the sea.” To go no further than Santiago’s isolation, 
therefore, or to treat it, as Weeks does, as a theme in opposition to 
Hemingway’s concern with society, is to miss the deepest level of 
significance both in his novel and in Hemingway’s writing gener- 
aliy. 

For, surely, as Edgar Johnson has shown, the true direction of 
Hemingway’s thought and art from the beginning and especially 
since 1937 has been a return to society — ^not in terms of any par- 
ticular social or political doctrine, but in the broad sense of human 
solidarity and interdependence. If he began by making “a separate 
peace” and by going^ like Santiago, “far out” beyond society, like 
the old man, too, he has come back, through Harry Morgan’s “ Tio 

® Robert P. Weeks, “Hemingway and the Uses of Isolation,” University of 
Kansas City Review, XXIV, 125 (Winter, 1957). 
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man alone,’ ” Philip Rawlings’s and Robert Jordan’s **no man is 
an island,” ^d Santiago’s “no man is ever alone on the sea,” with 
a deepened insight into its nature and values and a profound aware- 
ness of his relationship to it as an individual.® 

In the process, strangely enough — or perhaps it is not strange at 
all — ^he has come back from Frederic Henry’s rejection of alT ab- 
stract values to a reiteration for our time of mankind’s oldest and 
noblest moral principles. As James B. Col vert points out, Heming- 
way is a moralist: heir, like his world, to the destruction by science 
and empiricism of nineteenth-century value assumptions, he rejects 
equally these assumptions and the principle underlying them — that 
intellectual moral abstractions possess independent supersensual 
existence. Turning from the resulting nihilism, he goes to experience 
in the actual world of hostility, violence, and destruction to find in 
the world which destroyed the old values a basis for new ones — 
and it is precisely here, Colvert suggests, in reflecting the central 
moral problem of his world, that Hemingway is a significant moral- 
ist.'^ 

But out of this concern with action and conduct in a naturalis- 
tic universe, Hemingway has not evolved new moral values; rather, 
he has reafifirmed man’s oldest ones — courage, love, humility, soli- 
darity, and interdependence. It is their basis which is new — a basis 
not in supematuralism or abstraction but hard-won through actual 
experience in a naturalistic universe which is at best mdiSerent to 
man and his values. Hemingway tells us, as E. M. Halliday ob- 
serves, that “we are part of a universe offering no assurance be- 
yond the grave, and we are to make what we can of life by a 
pragmatic ethic spim bravely out of man himself in full and steady 
cognizance that the end is darkness.” ® 

•This development in Hemingway’s thought and art is further illustrated 
in a story which he wrote in 1939 and which, prompted by the recent Cuban 
revolution, Cosmopolitan, CXLVI, 4 (April, 1959), pp. 78-83, has reprinted. 
“Nobody Ever Dies!” is the story of a Spamsh-spe^ng young man and a 
girl who have given themselves with selfless devotion to the cause of social 
liberty in a revolt in Cuba. The young man is trapped and killed by govern- 
mental forces, and the girl faces the torture of questioning with “a strange 
confidence. It was the same confidence another girl her age had felt a little 
more than five hundred years before in the market place of a town calfed 
Rouen.” 

James B. Colvert, “Ernest Hemingway’s Morality in Action,** American 
Literature, XXVH (Nov., 1955), pp. 372-85. 

*E. M. Halliday, “H^ningway’s Ambiguity: SymboliBan and Irony,” 
American Literature, XXVIU (Mart^ 1956), p. 3. 
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Titrougli perfectly realized symbolism and irony, ^ then, Heming- 
way has beautifully and movingly spun out of an old fisherman’s 
great trial just such a pragmatic ethic and its basis in an essentially 
tragic vision of man; and in this reaffirmation of man’s most cher- 
ished values and their reaffirmation in the terms of our time rests 
the deepest and the enduring significance ot The Old Man and the 
Sea. 

Clinton S. Burhans, Jr. 

•Halliday’s comment on Hemingway’s ironic method is particularly ap- 
plicable to The Old Man and the Sea: “the ironic gap between expectation 
and fulfillment, pretense and fact, intention and action, the message sent 
and the message received, the way things are thought or ought to be and 
the way things are — this has been Hemingway’s great theme from the be- 
ginning; and it has called for an ironic method to do it artistic justice” 
iihid., p. 15), 
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The Marlin and the Shark: A Note on 
The Old Man and the Sea 


I tried to make a real old man, a real boy, a real sea and a real fish 
and real shark. But if I make them good and true enough they would 
mean many things. The hardest thing is to make something really true 
and sometimes truer than true.” — Ernest Hemingway (Time [Pacific 
edition], Dec. 13, 1954) 

What makes that very simple story, The Old Man and 
the Sea, an esthetically satisfying work of art is the fact that Hem- 
ingway recognizes the value of “multi-iayeredness” of literature as a 
basis of a “good” and “true” work of art and uses it in his novels. 
In this novel, he utilizes a great variety of images, symbols, and 
archetypal patterns which make the novel a rich one and which 
allow many interpretations. 

This short essay is an attempt to develop some of the symbolic 
images in the novel into their full meanings and thus to see what 
Hemingway has done in representing a re^ty, 

OF THE OLD MAN AND THE OCEAN 

As we know from such great literary works as the Odyssey, 
Moby Dick, or “The Rime of the Ancient Mariner,” a great num- 
ber of writers have used the sea as something that reveals deep 
realities of man and the universe. It is a place where man’s destiny 
and identity are sought after, dramatized, and clarified. However, 
these realities are revealed only when man is involved in and par- 
ticipates in the life of the sea. Hemingway also seems to have held 
such an idea of the sea in composing his masterpiece. The Old Man 
and the Sea. Thus, for Santiago, the ocean is not an objectifiable 
place for exploitation, as it seems to the younger fishermen, but is 
considered as a personality, which he considers in terms of femi- 
ninity.^ It is feminine because of its wantonness and because it em- 

^ Page 10. All the page references to the novel in the text are to The Old 
Man and the Sea (New York: Chari^ Scribner’s Sons, 1952). 
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bodies both kindness and cruelty. But more. It is so, because it 
contains in itself so many elements of fertility and possibility, as 
many myths of woman demonstrate, as to be deep enough to hide 
in its depth a never-heard-of or never-seen-of great fish that San- 
tiago eventually meets; wide enough to make it possible for the 
old man to travel into the region where the unknowable and un- 
known secrets of reality can be known and experienced; and large 
enough to allow him to live in eternity. Such a notion of the sea 
may be more strongly substantiated when we realize that the old 
man is a lonely figure when he is engaged in the act of fishing. The 
novel opens with the sentence: ‘‘He was an old man who fished 
alone in a skiff in the Gulf Stream” (p. 9) . It is true that the alone- 
ness of Santiago is one forced from the outside by more realistic 
circumstances: that is, his best and only companion, Manolin, had 
to leave him because the boy’s father decided that the old man, who 
had not been able to catch any fish for over a month, was salao, the 
worst form of unlucky, and forced the boy to leave him. However, 
in a deeper level of meaning, it is only natural and logical that the 
old man should be alone, for, as we shall see more fully later, he 
has made up his mind to fish “far out” in order to achieve the task 
“that which he was bom for,” as he again and again vows in the 
course of his fishing voyage. For a fisherman of his character, the 
vow is a serious one, for ail his honors and glories as a fisherman 
depend upon whether he can perform the task perfectly. No matter 
what kind of suffering and trial he has to go through he has to ful- 
fill his destiny, and thus the act of performing the task becomes a 
kind of ritual. Each individual has his own sense of destiny and 
the task should be met by himself and for himself. There is no one 
else capable of this undertaking or allowed to participate in this 
ritualistic procedure. It is a sort of esoteric religious rite where the 
particular individual has to face his holy destiny. In the course of 
various trials and sufferings, the old man wishes that the boy could 
be with him to help, but it is not to be permitted, for he alone has 
to endure the sufferings to fulfill his destiny. Thus, the ocean be- 
comes a place where the old man searches his own identity through 
the act of pursuing the fish. 

OF THE LIONS AND THE BONE SPUR 

The most obvious pattern in the structure of the novel is that of 
the alternation of dream-memory and actual experience. This is also 
the device, as any reader of Hemingway may notice, that is em-- 
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ployed in such a story as “The Snows of Kilimanjaro.'" This device 
is generally an attempt to clarify man’s present conditions by con- 
trasting the past with the present. The experiences of the past are 
not meaningless and useless facts but are often “recaptured” by 
the self through the discriminating and organizing process of the 
mind in order to establish one’s self-identity. Associations and re- 
membrances do not take place at random but are directed toward 
such an end. 

The most recurrent image in the dream of Santiago is that of 
lions. Whenever he dreams, they almost always appear. Besides, he 

no longer dreamed of storms, nor of women, nor of great occurrences, 
nor of great fish, nor fights, nor contests of strength, nor of his wife. 
He only dreamed of places now and of the lions on the beach. They 
played like young cats in the dusk and he loved them as he loved the 
boy (p. 27). 

And he wonders why the lions are “the main thing that is left” (p. 
73). It is also the question that arises in the mind of the reader. 
Let alone the Freudian interpretations, we may understand this 
image in comection with the idea of primiijdvism, which has been 
a constant resort of Hemingway from The Sun Also Rises onward. 
The primitive scenes as contrasted to man-made societies in Hem- 
ingway’s works seem to play the role of a ^ver of strength and 
purity. Harry’s dream in “The Snows of Kilimanjaro” is a case in 
point. Among his various dreams, that of the life among the snowy 
mountains brings forth not only the vitality he once possessed, but 
also the cleansing power of nature when he remembers that “the 
snow was so bright it hurt your eyes.” ^ In a similar fashion, San- 
tiago dreams of the lions on the beaches of Africa. The long golden 
beaches and the white beaches are “so white they hurt your eyes” 
(p. 27). The lions and the whiteness of beaches that live in his 
happy memories have become part of the personality of the old man 
and give him a purity to his purpose and sense of vitality that 
drives him toward the goal “that which he was bom for.” 

Another important image is that of DiMaggio. It does not live in 
his memories and dreams as the lions do, but it is fully alive in Ms 
consciousness. The old man loves baseball as some other heroes erf 
Hemingway love bullfighting. In fact, just as the liems are *1116 main 
thing that is left” in his dreams, so is baseball all he has left wten 
he is on his way home after a long-endured fight with the iBsh {p. 

* ‘*The Snows of Kiliinaiijaro’* in Great Modern Short Siories (New York: 
The Modem Library, 1942), p. 2$7, 
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114). And whenever he thinks of baseball, there inevitably appears 
the figure of DiMaggio. He is a great baseball player and worthy of 
the old man’s admiration. Santiago feels closer to him the more 
because his father was also a fisherman and he can certainly under- 
stand how a fisherman like Santiago feels. But the most important 
factor in DiMaggio that attracts the old man’s attention is the bone 
spur that DiMaggio is supposed to have. It is precisely this bone 
spur that has made DiMaggio transfigured to something more than 
a mere hero. It comes to have a symbolic significance to the mind 
of the old man. To him DiMaggio symbolizes a man who both 
endures sufferings and achieves greatness. Notice that it is almost 
always when the old man faces crises and hard trials that he re- 
members DiMaggio. He has become not only a source of Santiago’s 
strength and vitality but also an absolute criterion and directing 
source of his action. The old man decides that he “must be worthy 
of the great DiMaggio who does all things perfectly even with the 
pain of the bone spur in his heel” (p. 75) . \^en he feels weakness 
within himself during the long struggle against the great fish, his 
mind turns to DiMaggio and he asks himself: “Do you believe the 
great DiMaggio would stay with a fish as long as I will stay with this 
one?” With an affirmative answer, ‘T am sure he would,” he then 
goes on fighting with renewed strength (p, 75). 

This takes us further to another plane of significance in the 
novel: the significance of the image of the “bone spur,” The classic 
analogy of the image is fairly obvious, the tradition of which, I 
believe, underlies the theme of the novel in many ways. It reminds 
us, for instance, of Odysseus’ scar, Achilles’ wound, or of one of the 
anagnorisis scenes in Sophocles’ Oedipus Tyrannus, The signifi- 
cance of the analogy lies: (1) these heroes are all “noble” char- 
acters and do the actions of “proper magnitude,” as Aristotle points 
out, and (2) the scars on their feet are used to bring about their 
own identity in one way or another. We need not push this second 
analogy of anagnorisis too much, for no Aristotelian definition is 
applicable in a strict sense to any contemporary literary works. 
Rather, it is advisable to use a loose definition and analogy. There- 
fore, the word is here so used as to mean broadly “a discovery.” 
Now what strikes the old man concerning DiMaggio is, as we have 
seen, that the latter, despite his pain in his heel, endured the suffer- 
ings and achieved greatness. His bone spur is a reminder of the 
nobleness of an action and of “what a man can do and what a 
man endures” (p. 73). Thus the image of a hero in his memory 
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and consciousness helps formulate his present identity and discover 
his possibility. 

^ This fact becomes more significant when we notice that, during 
his pursuit of the great fish, his hand becomes cramped and his 
back starts to ache. Whenever he feels that “the hands and the back 
hurt truly” (p. 107), he remembers DiMaggio’s bone spur. What- 
ever he does, he wishes to follow the example of DiMaggio. His 
mere past memory of a hero now becomes part of himself. The 
pain in his hands and back may remind us of the image of Christ, 
as Professor Carlos Baker points out. But we may not be far wrong 
to take it that it is a constant reminder to the old man of the limita- 
tion of finite human being and thus helps him attain humility by 
way of the recognition of a classic idea of hubris, the point of 
which we shall discuss in our next section. 

OF THE MARLIN AND THE SHARK 

When Santiago declared that he would go “far out,” he felt “con- 
fident” because the day was the eighty-filth day and it meant to his 
mind a lucky day. The prospect of the day seemed to be a smiling 
one. Far out in the sea, he finally succeeds in hooking the great fish. 
But it is not until he has been t^en farther out on the ocean by the 
fish that he realizes how big the fish is. He has never “seen a 
greater, or more beautiful, or a calmer or more noble thing than” 
this fish (p. 102). As he continues his fight, his respect for the 
greatness and dignity of the fiish increases. He loves the fish as if it 
were his own brother, and yet he is determined to kill him. This 
determination and subsequent actions of his come from his sense 
of destiny. This decision is founded on his firm feeling that he is to 
show “what a man can do and what a man endures” and to fulfill 
the task “that which he was bom for.” 

At this point, it may be helpful to notice two phases of time 
structure in the old man’s consciousness. His being a fisherman is 
predetermined, so to speak, as far as we are made known of him 
in the novel. But, on the other hand, what saves him from being 
a mere victim of the past and making predetermination is what may 
be called his existential time consciousness. In the early stage of 
his fishing voyage, he shows a defiance to a deterministic and fatal- 
istic attitude. IBs failure of catching fish for the past eighty-four 
days casts a doubt on his confidence. This doubt makes him say, 
‘‘Only I have no luck any more.” If it is true, it would be a fatal 
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blow to a fisherman. But then he immediately rejects such a notion 
and tells himself, ‘"But who knows? Maybe today. Every day is a 
new day” (pp. 36-37). Again, when he recognizes the “greatness 
and glory” of the fish, his determination to kill him is strengthened 
the more for it. Hemingway describes the mind of Santiago at this 
moment as follows: 

“I told the boy I was a strange old man,” he said. “Now is when I 
must prove it.” The thousand times that he had proved it meant 
nothing. 

Now he was proving it again. Each time was a new time and he never 
thought about the past when he was doing it (p. 73; italics are mine). 

The characteristic of this kind of pursuit, as Professor Hans 
Meyerhoff points out, “enables the individual to live within the 
dimension of a permanent ‘now,’ without past or future.” ^ Thus 
we see Santiago, in his pursuit of the fish, being given vitality and 
driven by the image of the lions and DiMaggio, and, at the same 
time, freed from any deterministic sense of the past and united to 
a permanent “now.” 

As the story proceeds, the real issue of Santiago’s pursuit be- 
comes clearer. The fish he has hooked ceases to be a mere physical 
object. It comes to symbolize something which belongs to a different 
realm of existence. This is a whoUy new experience for the old man 
in his long years of life as a fisherman. Until he faces this fish, he 
has never seen or heard of such a great and beautiful fish. And he 
feels that “there is no one worthy of eating him from the manner 
of his behavior and his great dignity” {p. 83). The old man’s 
wisdom and long years of experience prove to be useless, because 
the experience is a Begegnung with something which transcends the 
“limit-situation” of a physical and temporal being which is neces- 
sarily bound by finitude and time. This is precisely the reason why 
the old man repeatedly expresses his desire to share the fate with 
the fish. What the image of DiMaggio does to him in his memory 
and consciousness, the fish does in actuality. He feels he is not 
“worthy of eating him,” but nevertheless he tries to kill him. He 
has to kill him because it is a kind of sacrifice to complete the ritual, 
and the sacrifice is absolutely necessary to attain a rebirth through 
death- Either one of them has to die for that purpose. Or possibly 
both. Thus he cries. “Come on and kill me, I do not care who kiUs 
who” (p. 102), and later, “If I were towing him behind there would 
be no question. Nor if the fish were in skiff, with all dignity 
*Time in Literature (Berkeley and Los Angeles, 1955), p. 70. 
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gone, there would be no question either ... let him bring me in 
if it pleases him. I am only better than him through trickery . . /’ 
(pp. 109-10). As these words of the old man show, Santiago's pur- 
suit has now become a quest: a quest for the union with the 
transcendental, that he nor anyone else has ever seen or ever been 
able to see. Now it makes no difference which one dies as long as he 
succeeds in the quest. He does succeed. The pursuer and the pur- 
sued have become one. Temporality is united with eternity. 

But the fact remains that Santiago belongs to the temporal order 
of time. He has to pay the price for what he has done and for what 
he got. Already, at the beginning of the novel, we seem to discern a 
tragic Saw when he tells the boy that he intends to go ‘Tar out" to 
fish. The region where he hooked the great fish is that where no 
other fishermen can be seen, or, more symbolically understood, 
where no earthly being is permitted to enter. Whether he has com- 
mitted the act consciously or not matters little. He has overstepped 
the boundary of man’s finite and limited nature. The act may be 
interpreted more as a hubris than as a sin. For the concept of sin in 
a Christian context involves some conscious act or motivation, 
while hubris does not necessarily have to do with it For example, 
we may argue that the Moira was too severe on Oedipus for he has 
really nothing to do with the making of his own fate. But Just the 
same, it is a hubris, and he has to take the responsibility.* Indeed, 
that the old man has gone ‘Too far out” is pardy the responsibility 
of the fish that has towed the fishing boat and Santiago toward the 
heart of the ocean. And that he killed the fish thus “far out” on 
the sea comes from a clear and simple reason, not wholly his own 
responsibility that he was bom a fisherman and nothing else, the 
fact of which he cannot help himself. But just the same, he has to 
pay the price for the glory. In this twentieth-century novel, the 
Nemesis takes the shape of the sharks. After he has achieved the 
act of greatness, the union with the eternal and the transcendental, 
he turns his boat toward the land, the home of temporality, futility, 
and fixedness. It is then that the old man has to face a great enemy, 
the sharks. Just like the Furies haunting the doomed Orestes, the 
sharks seem to be determined to prevent the old man from taking 
the prize of his fighting out of the sacred region. It is as if these 
sharks were the mortuary divinities who are angered by the sacri- 
legious attempt of the old man to expose the unknowaWe face to 

^ Cf. Philip Wheelwright, *The Guilt of Oedipus,'^ in The 
rain: A Study in the Language of Symbolism (Blocwnington, latKana, 1954), 
n. 229. 
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those in the temporary and finite order. That exhilarated joy of the 
old man was something attained by his plunging into the abyss of 
an eternal “now.” But after the moment of this exhilaration, the 
old man is reminded of his actual predicament. He lives in time. 
And the goal of time is death and destruction. The sharks are the 
symbol of “time.” They are the incarnation of “Devouring Time,” 
and Santiago finally learns, with Shakespeare, that “nothing ’gainst 
Time’s scythe can make defense” (Sonnet XII). He is now forced 
to learn the reality of man’s existence. He says to the fish, “I 
shouldn’t have gone out so far, fish, neither for you nor for me, 
Fm sorry, fish” (p. 121). He recognizes that he has transgressed 
his limitation, that he has to meet the consequences of his hubris. 
Now, at last, he would have admitted to the full the truth of the 
lesson of the Oresteia, that “By suffering man learns.” 

However, he is not “defeated,” despite the fact that he has been 
'"beaten,” as he himself admits, by his violation of the sacred code. 
He pronounces that “nothing” beat him really and that his only 
fault was that he “went out too far” (p. 133) . It is because he has 
learned “by suffering,” and he now knows the truth that the penalty 
of his hubris is the loss of his supreme identity in an eternal order. 
“Mistah Kurtz” died in failure. But to the mind of Marlow, he was 
a victor because Kurtz had pronounced a “judgment” upon the 
“horror” to the abyss of human existence. In the same way, San- 
tiago has learned much in a few days of fishing voyage through 
much suffering, and he is now able to pronoimce a judgment upon 
the inscrutable human existence and man’s destiny: he has “gone 
too far out.” His failure has thus turned out to be his victory. 

Keiichi Harada 
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